motionless, her ear tilted toward the locked door, she lis- 
tened more intently. There was a small quiet rapping. But 
a knock so slight—who could it be? Had it been her hus- 
band, it would surely be a beastly pounding. 

Eliza stood perfectly still. She was afraid to move for 


fear she would make a noise which would be heard on the © 


other side of the door. She was terrified. There had been 
strange, mysterious noises in the house ever since the 
death of Stephen, noises which had many nights disturbed 
her sleep and caused her great alarm in the months follow- 
ing his death. When they first were heard, she hired a 
number of workmen to tighten the joists and beams and 
floorboards. She even had them tighten the stair treads. 
And she had not been in the house during the winter. 
now—until tonight. She longed to be comforted by her 
nightly sounds and believed they were no more—until 
now—until tonight. She longed to be comforted by her 
husband, but her wounded pride and her angry resolution 


refused to allow her to seek him. She began to tremble 


with fear of the unknown, when she heard a voice call her 
name very gently. 

“Blena,” it called to her. “Open the door. I must talk 
with you. It is urgent.” The voice came from the other 
side of the door. Her trembling ceased. Again it called, 
“Rlena, you must open the door.” 

It was a voice so familiar to her, sounding like her hus- 

. band, yet not completely. It meant—Elena realized with a 
shock——that Damon was calling to her from the other side 
of the door. Hastily, she turned the key in the lock and 
greeted him with relief. 

“Damon, I am glad to see you,” she said as she threw 
her arms about him. 

Leading her to the bed, he gently sat her down and 
joined her there. Sitting beside her, her hand in his, he be- 


gan, “You realize this will never do, Elena. I can’t con-— 


tinue. Aaron and Eliza are growing apart rapidly now. 
They are both headstrong, and I can see that the quarrels 
are becoming more and more frequent. It will get worse, 
I’m afraid, rather than better. You must see that, too.” 


“No, no, you’re wrong, Damon. He can change. She’s 
quite right to protect her money. You must see that. He’s” 
stubborn and vain but not unreasonable. He could run 
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igh her entire fortune in a matter of a few years, and 
there would be nothing left for us. Oh, you must see 
Damon. That’s why you must be stronger now. You 
take more control of this. You can see that he 
»”» 
Damon stood up and placed his hands on her shoulders. 
lena, listen to yourself. You said there would be nothing 
ft for us. It’s becoming too easy for you to identify with 
Wilza. You're too involved with her life. It’s dangerous for 
‘to remain much longer. Come with me now. Come 
with me tonight.” 
"Oh, no, not tonight, Damon. I couldn’t do that. Not 


hen when? When? Always it’s just one more day or 
‘more week. Give me a time and stick with it, Elena. 
n?” He confronted her sharply. 
hen I get damn good and ready, that’s when. You 
n need to yell at me, Aaron. I won’t stand for it.” She 
joke harshly, rising to face him. 
mon cringed at the recognition of Eliza’s manner and 
use of Burr’s first name—which had crept upon Elena 
yare, He was right, It was becoming too easy for her. 
hey were growing ever more similar; they were able to 
fge into one in a remarkable way, in a way that he had 
son able to prevent between himself and Burr even when 
was at his strongest. He must get her away from here 
skly while there was still a chance they could be sep- 
ited, This was a danger he had not foreseen. He must 
il a way to persuade her without risking another quar- 


= 


a ling would only drive her deeper and deeper into 
character of Eliza. He must proceed very cautiously. 
/ must coax back Elena and make her see, force her 
dmit what was happening to her. She must be made to 
that this luxury which surrounded her, 
1@ which she had so wholly given herself, was not hers. 
sacrifice of her own life—her own spirit, her own will 
not worth the borrowed life she was leading. He 
find a way to appeal to Elena, something that would 
ike her prefer to live in the twentieth century. 
lena, what about our future—yours and mine? What 
Damon Aarons and Elena Blakely? You often spoke 
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to reach you. There are so many hurdles in our path back 
to the twentieth century now, we dare not risk the danger 
of more. I beg you, Elena, come with me now while we 
are still able to make the attempt.” 

Her arms pressed him tighter. “yes, Damon, please help 
me. I need your help.” She replied with a humility which 
would have been foreign to Eliza but came naturally to 
Elena. It was as though she hoped to draw strength from 
him to herself. “Don’t let me stay here. You're right. We 
must try to return before the feelings between those two 
grow more bitter. This very minute we must try. Can we? 
Can we do it, Damon?” She entreated. 

“I have only been waiting for you to agree. We will try 
now, Elena.” He kissed her fondly on the forehead. She 
tried to raise her head to look into his eyes, but his hand 
restrained her. 

“Teave your head on my shoulder. Close your eyes 
tightly. Don’t open them. Don’t look at anything around 
you. Block this life from your mind, Elena. Remember to 
concentrate on what we are doing. Feel that you are encir- 
cled by my protection. I will hold you close and together 
we will return to our own lives. Believe in me, Elena. You 
must believe that nothing can stop us. If you hesitate, if 
you have difficulty, reach out to me and feel that my 
strength is surrounding you. Are you ready?” 

“Yes, Damon,” she replied in a voice barely a whisper. 


“Good. We're beginning,” he answered. “Come with © 


me, Elena. Release your mind, release your thoughts, float 
free, rise, rise above the world, rise above your concerns, 
rise above your body. Now, search for the darkness, 
search for the special blackness of time, the tunnel of time 
... look for me... find me... cling to me... I am with 
you.” 

His voice drew her, compelled her, held her, and she 
obeyed its command. She-felt her mind widen, expand, as 
a door opening, and she could feel herself rising, rising, 
floating, separated from her body, but with her body still 

- weightless, floating through the door and into the darkness, 
the blackness of time until she was surrounded by it, noth- 
ing but a great stretch of blackness in all directions. She 
was aware that Damon was beside her, holding her, sup- 
porting her, guiding her. In the darkness was a tiny spot of 
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“Hight as if monstrous dark clouds were just beginning to 


“part at the far end of the tunnel. It was toward the light 


"that they were slowly moving, very slowly but constantly 


progressing. The warm comfort of Damon’s presence as- 
ipa her that she was transferring through time toward 
her own life. 
Then there was an extraordinary quiet, no sound at all. 
She was filled with overwhelming happiness at the thought 
of reaching the light at the far end of the tunnel; then, as 
the light grew ever larger, she was filled with a tremendous 
" fense of peace, and she began to relax. Suddenly, the light 
"was gone. There was nothing but the endless blackness en- 
‘pulfing her, rolling over her in great waves, one crashing 
pon the other, all of them pushing against her. She 
“struggled to regain the feeling of moving toward the light. 
‘That single second of relaxing caused her to lose direction. 
‘She needed help. She drew her arms tighter about Damon, 
but there was nothing but black emptiness to feel, nothing 
"anywhere but endless vacancy stretching out from her in 
@very direction. : 
_ Damon, her refuge, was nowhere to be found ... 
ere ... nowhere ... until ... until, as the blackness 
to open very wide and with an unbelievable rush, 
the was aware that he was again with her. No more than a 
later, a light in her head burst with an explosive 
force, followed so closely by an excruciating pain that it 
feemed surely to have been caused by the blast of bril- 
Iiance. When she could bear it no longer, she opened her 
#yes and found that she was in her bedroom, still at the 
mansion, and Aaron Burr stood with her, holding her 
tightly in his arms. 

“How dare you hold me in this manner, sir? I am. 
thocked at your audacity.” Eliza’s voice was taut with an- 
fier. She pushed against him with all her strength and 
pulled herself loose from his embrace. 

Dismayed, Damon tried to draw out Elena again. 
"Miena,” he said. “Come back. Come back from her. I 
must talk to you.” 

“My name is Eliza, Colonel Burr. In the event that your 
Many amorous adventures have confused my identity, I 

all remind you that I am your wife, Eliza Burr. 

ever is this Elena, I do not know—and I do not wish 
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to know. I pledge to you that your extra adventures of 
passion have come to an end. I will abide no more.” 

She moved slowly away from him and stood gazing at 
her reflection in the mirror. She carefully patted her cas- 
cading curls into place before turning back to him as she 
said, “Nor will I submit myself to your amorous overtures, 
my dear husband. I am tired, now, sir. My head is throb- 
bing with the most profound pain. I have finished with this 
discussion for the time, and I beg you be gone.” 

Clutching her head with both hands, she sank onto the 
bed. When she looked up again, she saw he was still there. 
“Well, what is it you want?” she demanded. “Ts there 
something further you have to say? If you do, I must cau- 
tion you that my head is causing such agony that if you 
begin to argue, I shall have Rufus throw you out upon the 
lawn, and there you shall remain for the night. No more 
of this squabbling, I beseech you.” 

“Please, please, Elena. I must speak with you. Don’t do 
this. I admit we failed, yes, but it can be done. We can 
still achieve what we intend. You must not give in.” 

“Damn you, sir. You are most provoking. You well 
know that my name is Eliza. I know of no Elena, and I 
have now lost all patience with you. What game you are 
about, I cannot fathom, and I am too ill-disposed this 
night to play at anything more with you. Now leave my 
room immediately,” she said, with her head sinking back 
onto the pillow. 

~~ Damon realized that it would be impossible for Elena to 
return this night and perhaps for some time to come. He 
knew that Eliza was the reason they had failed to com- 
plete their return. Eliza somehow, must have realized that 
her other self was slipping away from her, that her life 
was being drawn slowly back to what it had been before 
the arrival of Elena. She struck with the ferocity of a 
tigress and tenaciously pulled Elena back into herself. 

Having accomplished this, she was not again to be caught 

relaxed and unaware. She meant to keep a close watch on 

herself and maintain her own consciousness without inter- 

ference again. It was useless for him to continue to plead 

with Elena. She could not conceivably respond to him, and 

there was nothing to be gained from further antagonizing 
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Aliza Jumel. It could only make. matters more difficult, 
perhaps beyond repair. i 

_ “Should I bring you some brandy, Eliza?” he asked. 
“No, pray leave me in peace .. . just leave me,” she 


"Reluctantly, he left the room, moving quietly and softly 
9 as not to aggravate her head. He closed the door with 
as little noise as possible, but she called to him, “Open. 
Leave the door open—and send Marie to me at once. I 
need care for my head.” 
_ Unhappily, Damon Aarons descended the stairs to the 
fervant’s quarters. It seemed a pity to wake Marie, but 
Eliza would have it so. He wondered how long it would be 
‘until he could again talk with Elena. In the meantime, he 
must make some hard decisions on what could be done to 


en stronger will than he had suspected. 

_ Very early in the morning, Aaron Burr rose, dressed, 
and ate his breakfest alone in the dining room. Without 
waiting to speak to his wife, he ordered the carriage to 
drive him into the city. This was a day he must appear to 
rsue a case in court, and he wanted first to consult with 
me of the young lawyers in his office—Nelson Chase, if 
J happened to be there at this hour of the morning. Da- 
on wanted to stay at the house, at least until he had 
sd once more to speak with Elena, but there was noth- 
ng he could do to delay Burr’s departure. He vowed that 
he would return him as early as possible and confront 
Blena then. Now there was nothing to do but to relax with 

urr and allow the course of the day to sweep him along. 
Both Aaron Burr and Damon, however, reckoned with- 
ou Eliza. She slept quite late and was served her breakfast 
on a tray in her room by a tired Marie. Later, as she went 
bout her daily tasks, her eye again and again fell on her 
scount ledger. Her fury at his reckless spending mounted 
ch time she saw it. By the evening, when he arrived 
_ home from the city, she had packed his clothing into 
boxes and suitcases, left them on the front porch and 
, ed all the doors. No amount of pleading with her or 
hammering on the doors could gain him entrance. Even 
his shouted threats left her unmoved. He was locked out 
of the house, and she would give no ear to his entreaties. 
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sosen the hold of Eliza, who it seemed, was a woman of - 


| 


the carriage. His 
who stood about 
driven to his law 


Disconsolately, Burr climbed back into 


belongings were loaded by the servants 


watching the proceedin 


above until he was 
s time they would 
ld be no more delays, no more argu- 
be strong enough for both of them— 


the apartment 
th Elena. Thi 


office. He would live in 
able’ to communica 
succeed. There wo 


ments. He would : 
first, he must allow enough time 


for Eliza’s uncommon te 


Chapter XII 


“I'm sorry, Raymond. I had no way of knowing that Sam 
going to bring Mr. Reinagle and his daughter home 
his evening, and I didn’t have a chance today to tell him 
bout our talk this morning.” Claire apologized to Saun- 
“I called this afternoon to let Claire know, but she was 
till out, and I never expected that there would be a prob- 
m,” Sam said. “I can’t tell you how badly I feel about 
utting you through a difficult evening like this, Raymond. 
could tell that something was wrong.” 
yg! understand. It’s all right. I’m afraid I wasn’t very 
od company this evening, however.” 
_“T didn’t expect them to stay so long,” Sam apologized, 
“but there wasn’t a thing I could do to rush Henry and his 
daughter off. Anne is studying the field of interior design, 
ind she particularly wanted to spend some time with 
Dlaire talking about it. I knew there was something urgent 
on oa mind, but couldn’t do a thing about it.” 
Yon still want to talk about it, Raymond, or is it too 
late?” Claire asked. She was very eager to know what had 
upset Raymond, what he had to divulge to them. All eve- 
‘ning long, in spite of his effort to be pleasant and casual, 
Raymond had worn a grave and troubled expression when 
he thought no one was watching him. ’ 

"Oh, I really forgot about-the time. I guess it is late,” 
Raymond replied, glancing at his watch. “You and Sam 
are probably tired, I know - . cue 
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“Nonsense,” insisted Sam. “The hour isn’t in the least 
bit important to us. If you feel up to staying and telling us 
what the trouble is, we would rather hear about it than 
sleep.” | ; Pes 

“Tt is urgent, and it would be a help to discuss it. Saun- 
dre answered. “T’ll try to be as brief as I can.” ‘ 

“No worry about that, Raymond,” said Claire. “But 
first, would either of you like more coffee?” 

Both men shook their heads. 

“Brandy?” Sam offered. 

“That’s what I think I could use,” responded Saundre. 

“As long as you're getting brandy, may I have a little 
Cointreau, Sam,” Claire requested. 

“With pleasure, dear,” replied Sam. “Go ahead, Ray- 
mond, I can hear you,” he added, moving across the room. 

“Well, you know about the meeting I was having with 
Dr. Friedrichson today,” Raymond began. 

“Yes, I did manage to get Sam aside for a few 
minutes,” Claire said, ‘and I was able to tell him that 
much. I didn’t have a chance to tell him everything we 
talked about, but he knew you were seeing Dr. Friedrich- 
son. How did it go?” 

“The news isn’t good,” Saundre told them. “AS T sus- 
pected, I’m scheduled to return to Egypt immediately, and 
he doesn’t see any reason to ask that I remain here any 
longer.” 

“Just what does he have in mind,” Sam asked, “when he 
says ‘immediately’?” é 

“When we first started talking about it, he said it would 
be possible for him to release me tomorrow,” Raymond 
explained. “I insisted that I was willing to stay until the fi- 
nal tests were made. I’m afraid I was a little too emphatic 
about it, and we finally settled on the weekend. So, no 
matter what happens, I’ve got to tell him about Elena. I 
really could have kicked myself because I had the perfect 
opportunity to tell him today, but I just couldn’t do it. I 
felt I had to tell you and Claire first since we’re sort of in 
this thing together.” 

Sam sighed and gave a firm nod of his head. “You're 
tight. It’s out of our hands completely, it seems. Whether 
we want to or not, we have to tell the institute everything 
and right away.” 
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_ “That’s not the only reason we have to tell them, Sam. 
Now we have to worry about protecting ourselves, too. Dr. 
ledrichson was telling me how strange it struck him that 
no one had heard a word from Elena. He said that wasn’t 
HW e her. In fact, it seems he had tried to call a couple of 
times just to inquire how she was, make sure she was all 
Tight, but ... naturally ... there wasn’t any answer in her 
Apartment. He was going to go over to see her after work 
oday. I volunteered to make the visit instead. Luckily, he 
had other things to do and agreed to let me. But tomor- 
tow, I’m supposed to stop in and tell him how she is.” 
Raymond sipped at his brandy for courage. “I’m not going 
© lie about it, and I’m going to tell them everything I 
‘now just as it happened. I don’t want you to agree with 
he necessarily. I just wanted you to know what I’m going 
0 do and why I’m going to do it now.” 
_ “Oh God, Raymond, I had no idea it would ever be- 
yome this complicated,” Sam said. 
_ “Raymond, I’m so sorry that you're carrying the brunt 
Of all this,” Claire told him, leaning across the coffee table 
9 lay a hand on his arm. ; 
_ “I'm sorry that the time has run out so quickly, Claire,” 
¢ replied, “at least for me, if not for Elena and Damon. 
he most I could put it off would be another day, and 
yhat good would that do? I can’t see any good and I can 
possible harm from delaying further.” 
a de’s right, Claire,” Sam agreed. “We've got to do it 


_ “I know, I know,” she replied. 

_ “Have you thought about what you’re going to tell Dr. 
tiedrichson tomorrow, Raymond,” Sam asked. 

, “No, I haven’t gotten that far yet. I think I'll probably 
[him all of it that I know, but I haven’t decided where 
n Start 4 how to go about it. Do you two have any sug- 
istions?” 

“I suppose how you proceed will depend a great deal on 
whe ther or not he accepts what you’re telling him at face 
mlue,” Sam remarked. “I don’t suppose it’s the sort of 
thing he hears everyday, and he may be inclined to be a 
it skeptical at first,” 

“I suppose I would be skeptical at first,” Raymond ad- 
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mitted. “In fact, I was when Elena told me about Dr. 
Aarons. I was very skeptical.” 

Claire ieeceon Raymond’s arm slightly. “Have you 
given up all thought of trying to see if Elena is returning, 
Raymond?” she asked. = Upe. 

“Yes, I don’t think it would serve any purpose, Claire.” 

“Would you be willing to try, though?” she urged him. 
“J would feel so much better if you did.” : 

Sam joined her plea. “If you feel up to it, Raymond, I 
think it would be a pretty good idea. I know Id feel better 
if we even knew for sure that Damon and Elena were to- 
gether—had some idea of where in that life they were.” 

Raymond felt it necessary to explain, “I’m very tired 
and that might make a difference, but you’re not to expect 
too much from this. ’'m only an observer at these in- 
cidents. I’ve never tried to communicate with anyone, and 
I’m sure it’s not possible.” i 

“Maybe a miracle will happen,” Claire answered with a 
smile. “Should I turn off the lights or something?” she 

ked him. 

“i “No, that’s not necessary, only this light beside me. It 
seems to cause too much brightness just here around me.” 

Claire did as he requested, resuming her seat opposite 
him. “Is that all right now?” she asked as she watched him 
intently. 

“That’s much better.” Raymond closed his eyes and be- 
gan. “If you will try to be silent as you can, I will tell you 
what I am seeing. Make no comment to me, ask no ques- 
tion. That would break the flow of thoughts.” s 

For a moment he sat with both hands covering his eyes. 
He was breathing deeply, rhythmically—in and out—in 
and out— nia ; 

At last, he lowered his hands and spoke in a voice that 
seemed to come from a great distance: 3 

“There is a very large white house. It is sitting by itself 
on land that stretches from the river on one side to the 
river on the opposite. It’s on a hill, raised above the land 
around it. The view from here is breathtaking. In the dis- 
tance, I can see a city, rooftops of houses clustered to- 
gether, but that is miles from here. Closer to this house 

) where I am, there are other houses, some seem to be 
estates, some farms, but none rivaling the stateliness of 
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is one... I believe I’ve been here before . ... yes, I 
here with Elena. This is the place where she dis- 
appeared . . . the Jumel Manson. On the porch are a 


Perhaps someone is going on a trip. 
_ “I can see a carriage down the road. It is coming in this 
tion ... It has just turned into the drive that leads to 
the mansion. It is stopping before the house. There is an 
lderly man departing from the carriage. He is of quite 
nedium height, not a tall man, and he is very aged. His 
_ itep is spritely and firm as he walks to the porch. He ap- 
; s to be in good health, and yet, I’m not sure. I sense 
» may be the master of the house and yet I believe I am 
wrong. The impressions I’m receiving are very confusing, 
contradictory. The carriage has continued on to what must 
’e the stables. 
__ “lam still receiving both positive and negative impulses 
om this man. He is climbing the steps to the front door. 
has stopped to look at the suitcases piled on the porch. 
_ For some reason, they have made him angry. He pushed 
hem aside, and he’s trying to open the door, but it won’t 
: Id. I think it is locked. He is pounding the knocker very 
ird. It still is not opened. Now he is looking about in a 
_ fury. He is frustrated. He is again beating on the door. He 
| also pushing against it with his body. He is shouting 
ery loudly to soméone inside. He is so angry, his face is 
at reddening . . - Oh, just above him, a woman has come 
onto the balcony. She stands there looking at him. She is 
ver ‘angry, too, and she’s telling him she’s the one who 
locked the door, and she alone will keep the key to it. She 
yes not want him here any longer. She wants him to 
gave. She has given him money—he has taken her 
money—but she will give him no more. There is nothing 
lor him to do but leave. She wishes never to lay eyes on 
jim again.” 
_ Raymond paused for a moment. His face contorted 
ightly, then he began again, more excited now. “The 
woman is Elena Blakely. Yes, it is Elena... though she 
doesn’t look exactly like Elena. That’s why I didn’t recog- 
nize her at first. Still, I sense it is. And the man... is... 
her husband, I think. She is very angry with him and 
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number of suitcases, a trunk, and a few wooden boxes. 


has covered her ears with her hands. She is walking into 
the house. Oh! She slammed shut the door to the balcony. 

“The carriage is returning, and the man climbs into it. 
The two servants have come around the house and are 
putting the suitcases and other boxes from the porch into 
the coach. The coach is leaving. I can tell the man 1s 
disheartened. He has slumped into a corner of the seat. 
There is a feeling of trouble and unhappiness everywhere. 
There is a gray cloud about the house ..- all around. It is 
like a gray mist encircling it. The woman inside is singing 
... but she’s not happy. She’s not happy, I’m sure of it.” 

Then he fell silent. Slowly his eyes began to open. They 
blinked against the light in the room, even the dim light 
was too bright for him at first. Raymond rubbed his eyes 
gently with his forefingers. After a bit, he opened them 
and was able to focus on the couple in the room with him. 

“Do you remember what you saw,” Sam asked. 

“Yes, I remember it,” he answered. “The woman I saw 
was Elena, and I sensed that the man was Dr. Aarons ex- 
cept that you told me he wasn’t so old when he left a year 
ago. This man was well in his seventies, I would say. But I 
remember Elena explaining that time must travel at its 
own speed in the past, a completely different rate of speed 
from what it does here in the present for us. I suppose 
that’s possible. Still, to age so greatly in only one year is a 
frightening thought.” 

“Yes, it is,” Sam agreed. 

“T can’t imagine why Damon and Elena would quarrel, 
but I knew something was wrong,” Claire said. “In all the 
time we knew them, they never quarreled.” 

“But this is not really Damon Aarons and Elena,” Ray- 
mond corrected her. 

“That’s right,” Sam said. “Plena would never quarrel 
with Damon. She went back expressly to help him return. 
She would never deliberately make it harder for them. I 
suspect that maybe he doesn’t realize it’s Elena, or she 
might not realize that he is Damon.” 

“I imagine the explanation is even simpler than that, 
Sam. I think it was Eliza and Aaron Burr who quarrteled, 
and that Elena and Damon could do nothing to prevent 
it.” 

“whatever the explanation, it’s clear that they'll never 
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J return together now,” Claire commented. “I’m glad you 

_ were able to see them, Raymond. I’m convinced that the 

sooner you tell Dr. Friedrichson, the sooner they will be 
able to return. They need somebody’s help.” 

The sound of the telephone’s ring was so unexpected 

“that it took a while for any of them to distinguish what it 
was. Claire recovered her wits first and rose to answer. 

“Hello,” she said, as she held the receiver to her ear. 

“Hello, Claire? Did I wake you,” inquired the voice on 
the other end of the wire. 

“No, no, I was still up,” said Claire uncertainly, her 
thoughts still on Elena and Damon, which made it difficult 
to place the voice. ; 

“Tt’s Percy.” 

“Good heavens! What a surprise! Percy, what a strange 
time for you to call. You’re all right, aren’t you?” 

“Oh, I’m fine. So is Gordon and so are the kids. Noth- 
{ng’s wrong. You have to stop thinking disaster when you 
think of me, Claire.” Percy was trying to keep the conver- 
gation light. 

“Well, I do my best, but it’s a little late, so I just won- 
dered . . .” Claire explained. 

“Yes, I know, and I’m sorry to call at this hour, but ... 
J... I just had a premonition about Damon,” Percy re- 
marked, hesitantly. 

“About Damon?” Claire’s knees were suddenly weak. 

“Yes... and... and I just had to call you. I wondered 
{f you knew anything more about ... well, about him.” 

“No, not really. But what about the premonition? What 
about Damon?” Claire tensed with alarm as she waited for 
the _ Could it be worse than Raymond had 
ween’ 

“Gordon says I’m being silly. He’s afraid I’m going to 
hecome the way I was before the accident ... you know, 
on the verge of collapse. But that’s not it. This is just the 

“game as any of the premonitions I’ve ever had about An- 
gle. The only difference is that I’ve never had one about 
anyone else besides Angie before. So I don’t know whether 
to take this seriously or not... but I kind of think I have 
to.” Percy tried her best to make some sense. 

“What is it, Percy? What did you see?” Claire could 
decide whether or not it was serious after she heard it. 
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“She was very hopeful that she could help him return,” 
Claire added. “You know how much she wanted to do 


that.” . 
“How long has she been... - back there with him?” 


Percy asked. 
“A little over a week. Not very long, Percy. Don’t start 


to worry.” 

“A week isn’t long, I know, but I keep thinking of Da- 
mon,” Percy said. “What happened to me seems like it 
happened several lifetimes ago.” 

“Tt did,” Claire responded. “Anyway, you don’t need to 
worry, Percy. We've decided to go to the institute for help. 
Dr. Friedrichson is beginning to wonder about Elena. He 
tried to phone her also and there wasn’t any answer. We 
made up a story about her being sick, so she wouldn’t be 
missed at the institute, but they’re disturbed that she hasn’t 
called them. We all feel the time has come to find some- 
one to help them.” 

“Who is going to tell them?” Percy wondered. 

“Dr. Saundre is seeing Dr. Friedrichson in the morning. 
He'll tell him then.” 

“Do you think they'll believe him?” 

“They have to,” Claire insisted. “They just have to, 
that’s all.” 

“But I should think that even for them it would be a 
hard thing to believe without proof.” 

_ “Sam and I can always meet'with Dr. Friedrichson if he 
wants someone to back up the story. Don’t worry.” 

“But you have no proof either, Claire, nothing but your 
word,” Percy protested. “Why don’t you try to postpone 
your meeting with Dr. Friedrichson until I can get there. I 
can be there in a day or two at the most.” 

“Oh, Percy. I wouldn’t ask you to come. I’m sure that’s 
not going to be necessary. Anyway, we really can’t post- 
pone telling him tomorrow, just in the chance that he may 
accept it immediately. Raymond has to return to Egypt, 
this weekend, he thinks. We have to give them time to re~ 
alize what has happened and work out some plan to help 
Elena and Damon return before Dr. Saundre leaves.” 

“JI suppose you’re right,” Percy agreed. “Go ahead and 
tell them, but assure them that I will be there as soon as I 
can, to verify the story with as much detail as they care to 

216 


| 


ave. Do your best, in the meantime, to convince them to 
gin immediately and not to wait until I come. Don’t for- 
to tell them Damon is in great danger.” 
“Is Elena, too?” Claire asked. 
_ “I don’t think so, but I don’t know,” Percy replied. 
he premonition was only about Damon.” 
gga them, Percy. But are you sure you want to 
_ “T feel I must. Don’t you think I should, Claire?” 
“I know how you feel about traveling, Percy, and I 
know how Gordon feels about letting you go. Dr. Saundre 
~ and the institute will do everything they can, and we'll 
ep in close touch with you. We’ll let you know all that is 
| ppening,” Claire promised. 
_“f’ve never met Dr. Saundre ... or anyone at the insti- 
ite except Elena. I would trust Elena to help him. In fact, 
thought she could, but she’s gone back to be with Da- 
on. You can’t tell what she'll be able to do. You can’t 
how she’ll act, living as someone else. I know, Claire 
ie. I know what it’s like. I’m the only one who really 
Knows what it’s like because I’ve been through it. I know I 
jan help. I must come. Maybe they can resolve it without 
but I wouldn’t feel right. Damon and I... well, I just 
have to come that’s all. Maybe it’s to convince them that 
the whole story is true, or maybe it’s to help them find a 
Way to return them ... I don’t know, but I will come, 
Claire, Percy was insistent. ¥ 
% Then I agree that you should,” Claire responded. 
ng ‘I owe at least that much to Elena... and I owe much 
More than that to Damon,” she said. “Don’t worry, Claire 
ad tomorrow, at the latest, I’ll be there.” ; 
lercy turned from the phone to face her hostile hus- 
a. nd. She deliberately tiptoed downstairs to use the tele- 
Phone so she wouldn’t wake him. But something had 
Wakened him and he came down searching for her and 
‘Overheard—how much she didn’t know. ; 
“Why did you tell them you would come, Percy? How 
ould you do such a thing?” His voice was cold and edged 
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_ with anger. She knew how he felt about having her travel 


a without him. 

I told them r would come because I must, Gordon,” 
fe said simply. “I was going to tell you in the morning.” 
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a *t consider it,” he said authoritatively. ’ 
a auth Gordon. You have nothing to do sci 
this. I know you couldn’t come on such short ae an 
I know there’s no one else to go with me. Angie’s having 
trouble with her pregnancy. I wouldn’t even ask her to %- 
There’s not the slightest hope that either David . : 
Newcomb would allow her to leave anyway. inc = 
tainly couldn’t and wouldn’t go. I have no choice. et 
is in great danger. I woke up with a premonition t : 
was very ill—maybe dying. I wanted to tell Elena, ies 
couldn’t get her, so I called Claire and Sam. Do you — 
why I couldn’t get Elena? She has gone back sah ime, 
trying to help Damon return. She’s become Eliza, his ae 
ond wife. But there’s something wrong, Gordon or 
wouldn’t have had that premonition about Damon. Claire 
agreed that something was ors ay ies going to ex- 
i thing to the institute tomo , { 
nee eecasu aide “They should have done it long 
before this. Elena never should have gone back. She knew 
what happened to Damon and to you. I’m sorry she did. 
But can’t you see, Percy, ar the people at the institute 
i n it, they don’t need you.” ‘ ; 
pie hey do. No one else knows what it’s like to live 
in the past; but I do. There’s a great deal I can tell cage 
that they could never learn any other way. Besides, i 
there’s any doubt, any doubt at all about the reality of all 
this happening, they can question me. Don’t let’s argue, 
. I must go. I have to.” 
by sree I don't want to argue, either,” Gordon told her. 
“But be logical. You can do this just as well over the tele- 
ne.” 
ene not the same. It’s just not the same, Gordon. And 
they can waste a lot of time trying to find out something I 
could tell them instantly if I were there. They can’t afford 
to waste any more time, Gordon, because Damon must Tre- 
turn without delay. I can’t tell you how frightening the 
premonition was.” ? ; 
“You told me,” he replied. “But I’m not convinced it 


was real. I don’t mean you’re lying, but I think you still © 


feel a bond between you and Damon. - . like the one you 


’ said there was between Theodosia and her father.” 


“I feel a responsibility toward Damon, naturally. He 
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ould have returned without me, I know that... but he 
ouldn’t.” Percy wanted to make Gordon believe as she 
lid about the premonition, but she didn’t want to have to 
dmit to him that he was right about what she felt toward 
Damon. “I’m grateful for what he did to help me. Now I 
hust do what I can to see that he returns . . . with Elena, 
f course. So it doesn’t matter, Gordon, it really doesn’t 
hatter what you think. I’m going to New York, and what- 
ver I have to do to help Damon avoid that danger I saw, 
will do. When that is over, I’ll return here as your wife.” 
er voice was firm. 

“Now, wait a minute, Percy. I didn’t mean to sound un- 
sonable. Why can’t yon let them come here? If you feel 
should interview you, they can do that here? If they 
ed your help, you can do it here?” 

“There isn’t time, Gordon. One day may be vital— 
laybe even one hour. I don’t know for sure, but because I 
ow how urgent time is and how fast it passes for Da- 


jon, I must go to them. By the time they’ve decided to 

_ €0me to me, it may already be too late. Try to understand, 
' 
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Jordon. You’ve just got to understand how important it 


, because if I can’t make you understand that, how can I 

ype to convince a group of total strangers?” 

“What I do understand is that the last time you left me, 
lu nearly died as a result, and I went through absolute 

before you recovered,” he stated. 

went through hell myself, Gordon, but I would go 

hell again, if I had to in order to save someone 

mt I knew only I could save...” 

“But maybe . . .” Gordon interrupted. 

“Gordon, I’m going to New York on the first flight that 

can get. I hope I have your blessing and good wishes, 

it T am going anyway. Without or with your blessing, I 
going.” 

Gordon faced her and searched for words with which to 

On, to argue, to convince her that it was a brave but 

essary thing for her to do. No words came. He 

iwnted to turn her across his knee and spank her, but his 

oncern for her wouldn’t let him. He wanted to grab her 
i hold her close, but his anger wouldn’t let him. He 

irned and stared intently at the blackness beyond the 

doors in front of him. That was what their life had 
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been like since Angie’s foolhardy trip to New York— 
blackness, nothing but bleak blackness. Percy would go, he 
knew, and he hated her for that stubbornness. He would 
hate her and yet he would respect her and be proud, and 
... he would worry. Yes, he would worry, but she would 


go. 


coffee is only lukewarm and the toast is burned to a 
sr,” Eliza complained as she threw a slice of half- 
er golden brown toast back onto her plate. Unfortu- 
utely, she threw it with such force, that it fell to the floor, 
d poor Marie rushed to pick. it up and gather as many 
umbs as she could into a napkin. 
iza was in a very irritable mood and nothing would 
tase her. 
"The cook knows I like my toast delicate and not black 
c oal,” Eliza continued in her tirade. “And' where 
} the preserves of purple grapes that I do love so well. 
at might hide the taste of burn a bit. Why haven’t I 
mn served those preserves in the last several days? There 
ot a single person in this entire house who respects my 
ds or wishes. I’ve half a mind to let all of you go... 
right. I might just sell the slaves and dismiss the ser- 
and what would you think of that?” she demanded. 
surely, you would not do that, madame,” Marie 
plaintively. She picked up the breakfast tray and 


arte d through the door. “Shall I have the cook fix you 
nother breakfast, madame?” 


f course, of course, it isn’t fit to be eaten. Bring me 


fee that’s steaming ... steaming, do you hear? And do 
M return with this leftover dishwater. Find out from 
ok who has been stealing my own purple grape 


¥ 


serves. I will discharge them.” She waved her hand for 
gitl to hurry. “And the toast must be pale golden ...- 
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do you hear me? Pale!” She shouted after the vanishing 
young figure. “Tf I could find another decent a 

d have this one gone in a minute,” she said to herseit. 
ve even * knew she would not. In truth, 


she was fond of her servants, and they, in turn, were fond 
atriage that she was subject 


Wi had the title she so longed for. As 

| the man was well on his way to eighty years old, and she 
| certainly could not expect a great ; 
man that age ... she had not expected it. Still she longed 
to be with him, to have his companionship. But to have 
him simply disregard her express wishes ... and to even 
ignore her, when he should have been amenable, amiable, 
grateful for her support and financial aid, was unthink- 
able. / 
“In spite of all his transgressions, there remained one 
small part of her mind, that longed for him, that missed 
him and that wanted him to return. How could that be? 
\ The anger and irritability was caused as much by her in- 
ability to overcome that small ‘sympathetic part of her 
i mind as from anything around her. Her servants were, 

truly, no better nor worse than they had always been, and 

she was sorry after each tirade, but it did not prevent the 
next. There was something inside her that was not satis- 
fied, that refused to give her any peace, and it would not 
be quieted with the knowledge that she was right and 
Colonel Burr was at fault and deserved his fate. 

Eliza looked at herself in the full mirror. She was not 
an old woman, not by many years. She was plumper than 
she had been when she first met Stephen, and her face was 


beginning to reveal small wrinkles, but only very small 
ones, about the eyes mostly. Her complexion was still as 
clear and flawless as it had been at twenty. Her eyes were 
full of dash and sparkle. She could well be taken for a 
woman nearly ten years younger than her fifty-eight. She 
should be happy, but she was not. Here in the prime of 
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le, she had almost everything she could desire. Still she 
as not satisfied. 
It was possible, she told herself, that she spent too much 
» alone in the great house since the departure of 
lonel Burr, too much time waiting for him to return, re- 
yntant and contrite, to beg her forgiveness and to promise 
would fulfill his obligations if only she would have him 
ack. But she waited in vain. He did not return, he did not 
nd her flowers or fruit or gifts or even notes. She lived 
her mansion and he lived in his city apartment. Neither 
bard from the other. : 
Viewing herself with an even more critical eye, she de- 
ded that perhaps what she needed to cheer her sagging 
irits was a new gown... maybe even two. Then she 
ould plan an evening with her friends from the French 
lony. They were always so gay and carefree and certain 
| brighten her considerably. Perhaps she would include a 
et or two, or a painter, for the sake of variety. Vindic- 
ely, she toyed for a minute, with the idea of inviting the 
} John Vanderlyn, the painter who had been a pro- 
we of Burr, and who had painted the portrait of Theodo- 
that Aaron so treasured, but turning the thought about 
her mind, she discarded the prospect. It was a trick too 
gap and spiteful for her to carry off with success. 
She would make a list of those she caned to invite for a 
verting evening. But first, she must have the new gowns. 
t would busy her day and well occupy her mind. She 
§ pleasantly distracted by the plan of traveling into the 
ty to see the dressmaker. It had been some weeks since 
[ in dulged in this fancy, and it seemed delightfully frivo- 
just the very distraction that she needed. While she 
as about it, she would stop by Mary’s quarters to see her, 
haps for tea. 
When Marie entered the room with the tray of steaming 
lee and beautifully toasted bread, Eliza’s disposition 
as greatly improved. She smiled sweetly at the girl as she 
wnked her and requested that Marie inform Rufus she 
wild desire the carriage brought *round for her within 
@ hour. She would have need of it for she intended to 
end her day in the city about some shopping, she ex- 
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"You may tell cook to prepare a dinner, but do not 
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that she decided Mary must also visit the same tailor shop 
at the earliest possible opportunity. 

Mary must be outfitted with some of the charming new 
designs which madame had shown Eliza for younger 
ladies. Eliza was much taken with some of them and she 
had already arranged payment for whatever Mary might 
select, under madame’s guidance, of course. That off het 
mind, Eliza could set herself about the pleasant task of 
planning an elegant evening so that she might display het 
new fashions. That would certainly refresh her sagging 
spirits, and she was anxious to share all this excitement 
with Mary. Alone in her great house, with none but her 
servants for company, Eliza missed her daughter mort 
than ever before. She was considering the advisability of 
having Mary and Nelson relinquish their apartment in the 
city and move back to the house with her. She intended to 
propose the thought to Mary over tea. 

Eliza stepped briskly from her carriage and knocked 
loudly on the door. She was greeted by Mary with a mix: 
ture of pleasure and surprise. Although, long ago she had 
learned not to be unduly amazed at anything her mother 
did, still, it was, after all, Eliza’s custom to send word 4 
little in advance of when she planned to visit Mary. Eliza 
was very thoughtful about making her calls to her daugh 
ter. Nonetheless, Mary kissed her mother fondly, and they 
settled down to gossip about the clothes, the party Eliza 
was planning, and the news of the day. 

The tea was spiced with a dash of cinnamon and lemon, 
Eliza added a heaping spoon of honey to hers and stirred 
leisurely. Mary struggled to find the courage to venture, 
rather tentatively, to her mother the news which Nelsot 
had breathlessly imparted to her at dinner the previout 
day. She wanted to bring it up the minute she saw het 
mother but was uncertain what her mother’s response ti 

the news might be. The thought of new clothes wai 
pleasant, and the talk of a party only half distracted hei 
from her intent, but it was not until she realized that the 
visit was coming to an end as Eliza rose and gave her | 
fond embrace, that Mary could bring herself to the poin 
of revealing the news to Eliza. Even then, she could nol 
blurt it right out. She had to find a way to ease into it. 
“Jes such a pity about Colonel Burr, isn’t it, Mama’? 
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Who began, looking over the rim of the teacup she still held 
to see what reaction she might read on her mother’s face. 

Eliza lifted her eyebrows in disdain. “The only pity 
about Mr. Burr is that he was born egotistical, vain, 
selfish, stubbora, cantankerous, opinionated, and with no 
proper regard for persons or money --- his or any one 
slac’s,” she said, 

“That’s not what I meant, Mama,” explained Mary. 
Nelson says he may be dying. Did you know that?” 

“Oh posh, Mary. Do not you believe it. We are all dy- 
ing, you know. Some of us are further along the road than 
thors, that’s all. It is merely a fabrication of Colonel 
Wurr’s, calculated to soften my heart and welcome him 
hack, but I shall not be deceived, mind you, and you, like- 
wise, must not allow yourself to be deceived by him. You 
know how greatly I have suffered on his behalf, my dear. 
You may tell Nelson that I will not be fooled by such cun- 
ning and he is to cease bringing home such tales to worry 
you, My resolve is firm,” Eliza retorted. 

“Mama, you must not believe it is a deception. Yester- 
day, while at work in his office, Mr. Burr suffered a stroke. 
Nelson witnessed it. The poor man has not yet recovered, 
and Nelson fears he may even be dying. He responds to 
nothing, I swear ’tis true.” : 

The realization of how serious his infirmity could be 
siruck with such great suddenness that Elena Blakely 
gasped. Suddenly, the activity of her afternoon seemed Ti- 
digulously frivolous in view of Damon’s serious illness. 

“Where is he now?” Elena demanded. 

“Taken to his apartment above the office, Mama. That’s 
whore he remains, still abed,” Mary replied, too startled to 
add that he would not be allowed a visitor, and certainly 
not a visit from her mother. 

“Then I must rush to his side. He cannot die. I cannot 
jet him die.” Elena was growing alarmed at the thought of 
iyamon’s possible death. Her fault. It was all her fault. 
How could she be so foolish? How could she be so selfish? 
How could she have allowed this to happen? What must 
she be thinking of? She must rush to him, save him, and 
ihla time they would, without fail, return to the life that 
was truly theirs. Her resolve now was strong. The warning 

227 


was clear and unmistakable. She must not succumb again 
to the persuasive seduction of Eliza’s life of luxury. 

Turning to Mary, she said, “I must go, dear. I must go 
to him at once. He needs me.” Without another word, sho 
tushed from the room and hurried to her waiting carriage, 
much to the surprise of her coachman, who, because he 
had not expected her return for at least another hour had 
repaired himself to the tavern nearby to sip a glass of ale, 
A young boy came running in to fetch him, informing that 
his mistress was in a very agitated state and had sent for 
him at once. 

Her orders to him were crisp and short as he climbed to 
his seat, stumbling over his apology. She settled back into 
her coach and drummed her fingers impatiently against tho 
cushion as they made their way to Burr’s office. She sulked 
at the number of inconsiderate citizens who insisted on 
ambling about the streets with no regard for the traffic of 
vehicles carrying travelers. If one were in a carriage it 
should be obvious to all that one needed to hurry, yet it 
seemed that she could only proceed at a snail’s pace 
through the collection of humanity and animals that 
crowded the busy city streets. Once she thought of 
jumping from the carriage and walking to the Reade 
Street office. She was certain that it would be a faster 
mode of transportation. Still, what good was a carriage if 
one did not use it? 

Without waiting for the assistance of her coachman, 
Elena hurriedly jumped from the carriage and plunged 
into the office. The several young men seated at their vari: 
ous desks and tables, five in all including Nelson, looked 
up in amazement as she entered. She promptly approached 
Nelson without so much as a glance at the others. 

“Well, Nelson, where is he? Take me to him,” she de 
manded. 

“But, but . . . I’m not sure he would wish me to, 
madame,” stammered her son-in-law. “And the doctor hai 
given most particular orders that he is not to be distrubed 
He ... his blood pressure is high ... he has been bled and 
is to be kept absolutely quiet.” 

“Yes, yes, I will see that he has quiet. Now, do not bt 
such a bother, Nelson. He does not wish to die, I’m sure," 
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the said. “And I do not intend to allow him to do so. 
Now, take me to him without delay.” 

Nelson made no further protest. He knew it would be 
teless, for he would have to give in to her wishes in the 
end. Only Colonel Burr was able to stand against this 
alrong-minded woman, and Colonel Burr was in no condi- 
tlon to stand at all at the moment. Besides, she legally was 
his wife and should be allowed to be responsible for his 
arly if he were not able to do:so himself, Nelson rea- 
#oned, 

At the top of the stairs, Nelson opened the door to 
Wurr’s small, rather unkempt quarters and stepped aside to 
illow Madame Burr to enter before him. In the bedroom, 
Wurr lay quite still on the bed with his eyes opened. He 
Watched carefully as she entered the room and stood 
ibove him. He was unable to speak or to move anything 
twit his eyes. His lips parted slightly, but he could only 
mumble, Taking stock of the situation in Eliza’s usual, effi- 
tlont manner, Elena decided upon a course of action and 
immediately began to issue orders on all sides. 

“Nelson, do go down directly to my carriage. Bring 
lwck my coachman and footman. Tell them to make 
hate,” she directed. ' 

Then she pulled and tugged at the blankets about him 
wntil he was bundled in them like in a cocoon. Burr, all 
the while, was attempting to make a protest, to say some- 
thing to make her leave him in peace but was unable to 
litter an intelligible word. He could not erase from his 
tind the thought that she had nursed Stephen and Ste- 
ihen had somehow managed to die. Like Stephen, he had 
wen bled. Would she rip the bandage from his wound and 
leave him to bleed to death? Had she done so with Ste- 
phon? But as the thoughts came to him, he was filled with 
wullt for even considering such accusations against her. 
wail the parallel clung to his mind. He could not block it 
entirely from him. All he could do was watch Elena as she 
Eve orders to all about her. This was probably for the 
wat, because she had determined in her own stubborn way 
What she must do and was not to be persuaded otherwise 
hy anyone, not even the redoubtable Colonel Burr in the 
peak = his form, which he was most definitely not at the 
momen 
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recovery and to prevent him from becoming restless be 
fore he was able to be up and about. They played at cardi 
nearly every evening or at chess on the chessboard whicli 
had been Napoleon’s own. When at last, Colonel Burt 
was recovered enough to make his first trip down the 
stairs to dine with her and the Chases in the dining room, 
Eliza ordered a bottle of fine French champagne broughl 
to the table that they might celebrate his recovery. Beam 
ing with pleasure, she drank his health. He responded 
graciously, for he was genuinely touched by her thought: 
fulness and gentle care. 

Under her tender ministrations, Burr showed daily ims 
provement. When the weather was nice enough to permit 
it, they strolled about the flower garden in the warm after 
noon sun. They often sat for long spells watching thé 
graceful butterflies flit about among Eliza’s beautiful blos 
soms. Finally, she could tell that there was color returning 
to his cheeks and a sly sparkle reappearing in his eyes. She 
was able to relax and enjoy their time together. 

One gloomy, chilly day when the outdoors wai 
shrouded in a foggy rain, madame sat working at her 
books and Burr sat enjoying his reading. Elena found il 
difficult to keep her mind on the figures before her. Thé 
books did not interest her nearly so much at the moment 
as did her companion. She had not forgotten her pledge to 
return to the twentieth century. She had remained stronj{ 
and stable, exerting considerable effort not to relax for 4 
moment, for fear she would lose herself once more in the 
being of Eliza. There were times when it was burdensom( 
and it seemed to be growing more difficult each day. Eleni 
well understood that their departure must be soon ani 
wondered if the time might be propitious to approach hin 
about their return. 

There was no way to be sure, but she thought he migh 
have gained his strength sufficiently to succeed. Her hus 
band was able to do most things he had done before hii 
attack of apoplexy. He had not recovered his full strength 
she realized, and he walked with a slight limp as a resull 
of his illness, but other than that, he had made a most sal 
isfactory recovery. The strength would return in time, an 
even in time the limp might disappear... but she woull 
prefer that Damon did not have to remain to discovel 
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whether or not it did. Most of all, she preferred that he 
did not remain to suffer another such attack. Sensing that 
she was watching him, her husband looked up from his 
reading and smiled. 

“Are you feeling well today,” she asked. 

“Why, yes,” he answered. “I’m quite better, thank you, 
my dear.” He rested the book on his lap as he eyed her 
quizzically. “Have you a particular reason for asking?” 

“J do, Damon,” she replied. “A most particular reason.” 

His expression dissolved into a frown and then, after a 
slight hesitation, into a pleasant smile. She knew she had 
reached Damon Aarons. 

“J haven’t forgotten my promise to you, Damon. I was 
only waiting until you were strong enough to make the ef- 
fort to return. Do you think you are now?” 

“Yes, Elena. I do indeed. Are you ready?” 

“I think I am. I’ve learned one important thing ... I 
must never relax. That was the mistake I made before, I 
think. I began to feel secure, to feel that I was actually go- 
rs to make it, but the moment I relaxed, Eliza pulled me 

ack.” 

“It’s good to know that. It will help you this time. Shall 
we try now?” he asked. ' 

“If you feel you’re up to it,” she replied. 

“Come, sit beside me here,” He lay his book on the 
chair and moved to the sofa which had belonged to Napo- 
leon, motioning for her to join him. 

She rose and slowly made her way across the room, 
drawing her skirts about her as she sat carefully beside 
him. She reached for his hand and held it in her lap. 

Ta will try not to leave you this time, Damon,” she told 

im. 

“I know,” he replied. 

She smiled and nodded her head to signify that she was 
ready. 

“It'll be easier if you close your eyes, I’m sure, Elena. 
You can shut out the world of Eliza better that way.” 

She nodded again and closed her eyes tightly. Not only 
was she ready, but she was determined to complete the 
transfer this time. 

“Think of your body as an object ... an object that is 
light, almost weightless ... so that it can be easily moved. 
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ise i i it rise just above this 

that body rise into the air. See it rise ju 
pesto ie sitting. Release yourself from the sofa, 
let it go from your thonghts, Fee my Sai seer 
together you ani eee ‘ 
igi pions reed F ewe are moving away from this 


essence.” 
© ahs was able to respond to him. She could feel now that 


she had experienced before. She sensed that 
et eas with her. Once more, she was aware that ne 
mind had somehow separated from her body and yet ae 
there with her body, moving through the great, ea rig : 
that lay about them in all directions. She searc a 
darkness for the speck of light that she knew must 
somewhere, the beacon toward which they must prope 
eoThe pense was slower now as she became aware Be . 
pull at her from the opposite direction. Somehow, = 
had grown sensitive to the fact that she was ery = ; 
had begun to tug at her to return. This time e = 
catch Elena quite so by surprise, and she was able = 
ively to double her struggle to go forward. It — aie 
to find she could, and she knew that Damon's nee aie 
turn was the spur which would not let her fail. He _ ‘i 
her help, and as long as he needed her, there was ge 
Eliza could do to prevail. Not now. Elena knew wi bes 3 
tude that this was one struggle she could not ~~ ee 
was now an area of murky gray about them, t : ish : 
speck began to enlarge, and Elena felt they were close 
breaking through the time to the twentieth century. ” 
Her mind reached out to feel the presence of Burr, bu 
even as it did, she felt a sharp jerk on her meee he: 
though he had just fallen from a great height. He ha 
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been pulled abruptly back by Burr, it was not that type of 
sensation. There was no slowing of movement or back- 
ward progression. It was really like a star falling from the 
sky. She knew that he dropped, and in place of his 
presence which she felt only moments before, now there 
was only panic. She was seized with fear ... of what she 
could not tell. Where was he? What had happened? Why 
had he left her? She could not go on until she found him. 
The blackness now had an ominous quality. She had lost 
her direction. There was no spot of light, no relief from 
the darkness. There were only swirling gray clouds mixed 
with the endless inky void. She twisted and spun, searching 
In her desperation for the presence of Damon, but 
nowhere could she feel an awareness of him. Had he been 
able to complete the trip without her? Had he transferred 
directly from one century to the other without that horri- 
fying journey through the emptiness of time that had al- 
teady passed? 

It wasn’t very likely he would do such a thing, but then, 
perhaps he couldn’t prevent it happening. She knew her 
transfer had been slowed by the resistance of Eliza. But 
there was nothing she could do to prevent that. She had all 
she could manage to keep going. But what, then, had hap- 
pened to him? The only other likelihdod was that he had 
not been able to complete the transfer, that Burr had 
forced him to give up the struggle. It hardly seemed pos- 
alble, but she could not afford to ignore that alternative. 
Nena knew she must decide without delay whether to 
proceed or to return. The tugging of Eliza had not abated 
and was slowly inching her back toward the nineteenth 
gentury she was trying to leave. But what if she were to 
pfogress to her own life and find Damon had not. That 
was a risk too great. On the other hand, if she were to re- 
turn to life at the mansion and find that he had completed 
his transfer and she had not, it would certainly complicate 
her return in the future—alone. 

Which risk was greater? Which was the most like des- 
tination of Damon? She had to force herself to decide. It 
wos the fall ... the fall which puzzled her. It must be sig- 
nificant, but what did it indicate? Whatever it was, it prob- 
ably meant that he was in trouble somewhere. If she could 
only learn what happened, then she could help him, but 
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ing. She had to 

trust her reason. Her feeling was that the place to begin a 
search for Damon was to return to the life she had just 
left. Hard as it was for her to leave the struggle with Eliza 
when she knew, instinctively, that she could win, but she 
had to return for his sake. 

In less than a second, she opened her eyes and looked 
about her. She was seated on the familiar sofa in the oc- 
tagonal drawing room of the mansion. She glanced at the 
other end of the sofa and found it empty. Damon was not 
sitting beside her any longer. And then she knew why she 
had lost Damon in the vast blackness of space. She felt 
him fall, yanking his hand from hers because here, in this 
life which they had not totally left behind, he had fallen 
from the sofa, pulling his hand abruptly away. He lay 
crumpled on the floor beside her feet, looking for all the 
world as though he were dead. 

With a sharp cry, she knelt beside him and reached for 
his hand to feel if she could find a pulse. She did not 
breathe again until she found one. The effort had been too 
much for him. She should have realized it would be. But 
he swore that he was strong enough, that he was able to 
attempt it. How could she know? She pushed the thoughts 
from her mind. It was nothing but a waste of time to con- 
sider that now. He needed attention at once. The round of 
nursing must begin again, and this time, he would be well 
on his feet, spry, mischievous and sassy before they even 
discussed another attempt to return. 

Together, she and Rufus raised him to the sofa to await 
the arrival of the doctor. Dr. Sutton advised it would be 
too great a strain on him to be taken to his room, where- 
upon Elena insisted that he be bedded down on the sofa 
where he would remain until he was well enough recov- 
ered to be up and about. Again, she resumed her careful 
nursing, and she was the soul of patience with him. When 
he was well enough to speak and to realize what had hap- 
pened, he was overcome with remorse. 

“Elena, you should have gone on. Perhaps I am too old, 
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now, to endure such a strain again. But you must return. I 
have no claim on you here. You have done all you can.” 

“J don’t want to hear anymore about it, Damon. You'll 
be recuperated soon enough. You are not too old, and the 
next time, J will be able to assist and support you. ’'m 
sure I can.” 

“Blena, you would only hamper your own chance. I 
don’t regret what I’ve done with my life. But I will have 
fegrets if you're doomed to this life forever. Please, I want 
you to leave now.” : 

“I could never consider that, Damon. It’s out of the 
question.” 

After that, each time he approached Elena with the sug- 
gestion that they try to leave, she resisted. She did not 
think he was strong enough, and ‘she would not risk an- 
other relapse. They must wait just a little longer until he 
had proved to both of them that he was his old self again. 

After several weeks passed and he continued to show 
fteady improvement, Eliza encouraged him to test his 
strength bit by bit by returning to his law practice a few 
days each week. As he proceéded to make the regular trips 
into the city, Aaron Burr found to his delight that re- 
fuming his practice agreed with him. Once more he com- 
menced to frequent the finest of restaurants with his 
friends, paying for the bill with Bliza’s money. He pur- 
chased lavish gifts for his former wards, young people 
without family or means of support, who had for one rea- 
son or another come to his attention, and whose education 
he had undertaken in their younger years. He was particu- 
larly fond of shopping for choice items in the superbly 
stocked establishment known as Lord and Taylor, a store 
of dry goods on Catherine Street. He also managed to se- 
gure gifts for his various young lady friends from the same 
Lord and Taylor shop, paying for all with Eliza’s money. 

Aaron Burr seemed to thrive on these habits, but Da- 
mon Aarons grew increasingly despondent. Elena contin- 
ued to be apprehensive of his health, while Eliza grew ever 
more annoyed with Burr and his irresponsible behavior. 
flach day that passed only worsened the situation. Elena 
did not wish to harm Damon further, but Eliza’s resolve 
strengthened. Elena was helpless to avert the crisis that she 
gould see developing. 
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please leave before I have you thrown out, sir. Go.” Eliza 


was ome t you, Elena.” 
“Not without yo zs ELIZA— 

z AND MY NAME 1S 
“Never with you, She screamed as she pounded a fist 


LIZA—ELIZA: 
Cae the door. “GO AWAY—LEAVE ME—LEAVE 


E—I AM ELIZA. 
ag lagen slumped. He could not gg 8 
the hardened, stubborn dete argue to allow her t 
i im or 
aat ans be ae late? Had they really —< 
range entity? He had no way of assoc ie 
pai no longer reach Elena, and he was greatly 
sare are wrong, Elena,” he replied sadly. Be a, a 
wn this house... the house owns you... ar - 
: d spirit, it has claimed you. Unless you leave wi Ad 
ma es will never be loose of it. I offer you es ae 
dom, Elena, but it must be now. I a 
longer, and I am reaching the end of i ee cet 
He waited an agonizing moment for the ~~ pen, 
for the key to turn in the lock, for some sign of respons 
on the opposite side of the door. 


on pooey Eliza,” she said quite calmly and deci- 


to appeal to Elena soon, if es 
alive tt. The constant friction with Eliza ee ee 
taste for Burr’s actions made him long for his 
with a feeling of sheer desolation.. 
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Chapter XIV 


Wilza arose the following morning with her mind firmly 
iiade up. She was determined to go to New York City and 
tonsult with her lawyer. The idea of a trip into the con- 
fines of the city did not please her greatly, but there was 
i alternative. She needed advice and direction. As she 
Wilahed the last few bites of toast, she stood beside the 
Wwdroom window. The breeze which moved the curtains 
tonfirmed what she already knew. It was going to be an- 
Wher hot day. She rested her head against the pane of 
Ee and sighed in resignation. One year ago, life had 
80 very different. One year ago, she was a new bride, 
ffovins and happy and hopeful. Now the glow was faded, 
happiness replaced by disappointment and anger and 
(ie hope forever vanished. The marriage had not turned 
mit as it promised. 

That was the reason for the trip into the city, which was 
Witind to be full of the stench of garbage rotting in the 
sweating human bodies, and the strong, sour odor 
the animals rooting about for food. She would much 
og to remain in the serenity of Mount Stephen, but the 
thead of her was something she must face sometime, 

iil the sooner it was done, the better for all. 
gafering the window, she turned back into the room. I 
Wear white, she thought to herself. White always 


Wher me feel so much cooler, even on the hottest of 
, Perhaps on the way home, I will stop at one of the 
widens for a refreshing ice cream. It has been such a long 
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and she commenced to dress with enthusiasm. 


sil youthful and coquettish. Before leaving the room, she took 

1) her white muslin parasol from the cupboard to protect het 

cream skin from the harsh rays of the sun and resolutely 
descended the stairs to her waiting yellow-bodied coach. 

The trip to the city was hot and dusty on the first day 
of July. There had been little rain to speak of for some 
weeks, Eliza’s throat was parched and dry by the time she 
arrived at Mr. Hamilton’s office, and she was certain that 
she would be most likely a victim of the dreaded yellow 
fever which spread, almost yearly, through the town. She 
was very irritable and peevish as the coach drew to a halt, 
her exasperation centering upon her husband for making 
the trip a necessity. 

Without pausing to knock upon the door of the office, 
Eliza swept into the room and found Mr. Hamilton writ 
ing laboriously at his desk. 

“Mr. Hamilton,” she said, “I am in need of a glass of 

. Water.” 

Hamilton looked up from his paper and saw with sur 
prise that his visitor was clutching at her throat. 

“Why, Madame Burr, are you ill?” he asked, as the quill 
pen slipped from his hand, dropping a blot of ink on the 
document as it fell. 

“Yes, desperately. I may expire if I do not have some 
thing to quench my parched throat immediately.” 

“Of course, of course,” he said, pouring a glass of water 
from the pitcher which stood on his desk. Holding it cares 
fully before him, he crossed the room to offer it to her. 
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time since ['ve been so frivolous. The idea pleased her, 


She posed, at last, before the long mirror and admired 
herself in her white gauze dress with its raised waist and 
full skirt, which barely reached her ankles. She had on het 
feet a pair of new white slippers, and she found the effect 
pleasing, but then she thought better of it and changed to 
an older pair of shoes of a darker color, selecting a green, 
That is better, she decided. They would show less soil 
from the city streets. Around her neck was a delicate gold 
chain which held the gold key to Napoleon’s black leather 
campaign trunk. She selected a broad-brimmed white hat 
with long white and green streamers and securing it to her 
head, tied the streamers under her chin. The effect was very 


She accepted it readily and drained the glass to the bot- 
m, after which she drew a long breath and said, “Thank 
ju, Mr. Hamilton. I am feeling a good deal better now.” 
“Come, please sit down, madame,” he invited, holding a 
ir for her near his desk. 
he accepted it with great ceremony, spreading wide her 
hite skirt and brushing the dust of the road from it. 
is most disagreeable in the summer, Mr. Hamil- 
”” she informed him as though he were unaware of that 


“Indeed it is, madame, most disagreeable,” he con- 

#And so is your city of New York,” she added. 

fe laughed lightly at her comment. “It is not my city, 
me, but I quite agree with your appraisal,” he told 


| hot July day in the crowded seaport of New York 
f assuredly nothing to compare with a summer day at 
int Stephen, blessed with the breezes from the water 
oth sides of it, and the extensive floral gardens all 
it were a delight. Obviously, the lady was in need of 
ent service if she had ventured forth from her pastoral 
it on such a day as this. 
What would bring you to New York at this time, 
dame Burr?” Hamilton inquired. “I have not had the 
ure of a visit from you for several months. I thought, 
haps, you were seeking legal advice elsewhere.” 
"I have not been in need of legal advice, Mr. Hamilton, 
hat length of time. But I sorely need your assistance 
t. Sorely.” she stressed the word. 
How can I serve you, madame?” he asked. 
7 am having difficulty with my husband, Mr. Hamilton, 
lut it to you most candidly,” she replied. 
"Abbbh. . . .I am sorry to hear it, madame. But I am 
| surprised to hear it, I must tell you frankly.” 
Indeed? Do you say so?” She raised her eyebrows 
uptly. “Well, in any event, it is so... .but tell me, why 
bu say such a thing to me?” : 
ause it is true... and, I suppose I must admit that 
ave never liked the man ... for reasons you may re- 

he confessed. 
Quite so . . . quite so,” she said. “Well, the fact is...I 
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do not like the man very much myself any longer. He is he spoke. She was accustomed to flattery ... usually it was 

nothing but grief to me, and has been since we married.” slivered by someone who wished to endear himself to her 

“It distresses me to hear that you are unhappy on his for the sake of parting her from a portion of her money. 

account, madame. I could never fathom why you should tt there was naught but sincerity on the face of young 
Hamilton. What he spoke to her came from his heart. 


have agreed to marry him at all, if you will permit me to ; 
be blunt with you. The man is a consummate self-wor- JT thank you, Mr. Hamilton, for your words of 
shiper.” raise... 
“So I now perceive. I was mistaken to marry him, that “Nay, not praise, madame,” he interrupted. “I spoke no 
fords in idle prasie. I spoke only that which is true.” 


is true. I thought to find him a companion for my old age P 
... and a name with which to erase my early background, _ She smiled graciously. “Nonetheless, I thank you for 


Mr. Hamilton. Now it is I who am being honest with you your words . . . of kindness,” 
in this matter. We have been associated closely for some __ Another time, another century, Madame Burr, you 
years, and I feel I may speak openly with you. I have no ~ e Sc shay for the unusual woman that you 


one else in whom to confide.” Her voice for a brief second ip 
became soft and feminine as she recalled her shattered “Another time, another century,” she repeated softly, 
hopes. her halted. The phrase caught in her mind. Another time 
“Madame, you have erased the past many times over ++ another century ... another... why should that strike 
with your own accomplishments. Few, if any, other i particularly? It seemed to haunt her. Her mind seized 
women I know could have achieved what you have done i the phrase, and she began to feel somehow disassoci- 
in your lifetime. Whatever shame might have been yours ad from herself, her mind wandering to strange thoughts, 
could now well be forgotten. From your humble begin- range places. .. strange people ... people and places she 
ad never been... never seen... never.... 


nings, in abject poverty I should imagine, you have be- f 

come an extremely well educated woman, facile with facts _; ++ on this uncomfortable day,” she heard Hamilton 

and figuring. You have a keen mind for business dealings, | a hag to her. 

you write a very fine hand and speak a fluent French. You Blankly she stared at him, forcing herself to focus on 

are well versed in art and music and dress with taste and le words he was forming. What? What was it he said? 
it hand flew to her head, and she slumped forward as 


refinement. You are the mistress of one of the finest es- wi 
tates in the country and your wealth must be counted in tough she would swoon. He reached forth a hand to 
the millions. Madame, I say you are a most remarkable race her and hold her in the chair. 


woman.” 
“But my past still haunts me, Mr. Hamilton,” she pro- iin ill. Are you Certain that you are not being taken ill? 
tested. here has been no outbreak of yellow fever thus far, but 
“You need be ashamed of nothing in your past,” he in- @ dreaded vapors may be about in the air. I would not 
sisted. “It was unfortunate, but you have overcome it to ave you suffer them.” He spoke with great concern. 
such an extent that it is hard to believe possible. And as _ 1 am fine,” she replied, waving her hand at him. “I am 
for the state of your birth ... my own father was illegiti- ine. It is only the heat which troubles me. May I have 
mate, you may remember, I could never fault another for peg water, please? That will revive me.” 
that accident of birth. Nor could I ever believe that Mr. _Hesitantly, he released her, half-expecting that she 
Burr, for all his fine family background, was ever as good hight tumble forward as he did so, but she sat erect, lean- 
a man as my father... nor do I believe him to be your her back against the chair for support. As she finished 
water, she had control of her thoughts once again and 


equal, madame.” a 
She lifted her eyes and scrutinized his face studiously as (ua her own self. 
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“Shall I send for a doctor, madame?” he asked. “You 


“J am much improved, thank you sir. Now, may I tell 
you the reason for my visit?” 

“Yes, of course, madame. If you are thoroughly recov- 
ered, pray tell me the cause of your displeasure and how I 
may be of service to you.” He walked to his desk and 
resumed his seat there. 

“J wish to have an official paper which states that 
Colonel Burr may not have access to any of my money or 
my property,” she said. “I would like you to draw up such 
a document to protect me.” 

“That is not possible, I fear. There is no such legal 
document that I may write to that effect ... none that 
would hold up in a court of law.” 

“But there must be something you can write, surely, Mr. 
Hamilton. Do you know that when I refused him money 
last, he took my property. I had a new carriage and a fine 
pair of horses, new as well. In all, it cost me one thousand 
dollars. He took them and sold them for five hundred and 

spent the money promptly ... on what I know not, but 
within a few days, he had not even the money to buy him 
a dinner. He is indulgent and extravagant to a degree that 
will render me penniless in a few short years . . . indeed, if 
it be that long. I must do something to protect myself.” 

“I have but one suggestion for you, madame. There is 
only one way I can suggest to protect yourself and what is 
rightfully yours.” 

“Then let us do it, sir—for God’s sake, let us do it,” she 
pleaded. 

“But I am not certain that you are of a mind to take ac- 
tion so drastic as I must propose,” he answered. 

“If it be the only means to protect myself, sir, I must 
agree to it. Let us be about it with dispatch.” 

“My recommendation is that you seek a divorce from 
the soundrel,” he told her brusquely. 

She sat silently staring at him, stunned by the sugges- 
tion. She had never thought of the necessity to divorce 
him. There was a stigma to the action that bespoke of fail- 
ure, of wickedness. It was distasteful and degrading. There 

must be another answer. It could not come to that. 

She shook her head gently. “No ... no... .not so seri- 
ous a matter as divorce, please, Mr. Hamilton. I would not 
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ring him to that ... nor would I wish to so disgrace my- 


4 

‘self publicly. There must be another solution.” 

_ “No, madame, there is none, I assure you. As your hus- 
he is entitled to your property under the law, and 
is NO way you can prevent his disposing of it to suit 

aaa Divorce is the only answer ... the only way to 

yourself of him. It is a serious matter, and I do not 
ag mee oe of it, but it is the best solution.” 

4 see vorce +++ On what grounds would I 
a divorce?” she inquired, her eyes dark and = 


“The most satisfactory and th 
Ow) e most a i 
would be that of being unfaithful to hewn gee 
madame,” he told her. “You would be certain to 
hee acipee on such grounds,” 
drew in her breath sharply at th “ 
a teas wpe necas y at the thought. “But that 
ery like, madame ... unfortunately, it 
be y, it may very well 
ag A an of no other ... no easier way to accom- 
“Perhaps I should think further on this,” she suggest: 

“It would do little to ease our burd ried or 
than is too old to change his ways.” ame: The 
“That is true enough, Mr. Hamilton ... I hesita’ 
to take e* step as yous propose,” she tied. peti 

» you Cannot be unaware that he is in truth un- 
og to you, madame,” Hamilton said to her in siden 
“No ...” she sighed disconsolately. “No, I am all too 


mi ine of that fact, sir. I have been fully in- 
- “ae ++ but to state so publicly will cause me to seem 
“Not so, Madame Burr. To allow 

» Mac A your husband to con- 

tinue his profligate behavior without censure will cause 
you to appear the greater fool by far. To take appropriate 
fetion will signify to the world that you cannot condone 
wanton actions. I strongly advise that you do so ... 


' gid do it without delay.” He emphasized his viewpoints by 


itriking his hand against the desk. 
She examined the handle of her parasol as she revolved 
Wt in her hands. Presently, she looked at him. “I believe 
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you are correct, Mr. Hamilton, and have only my best in- 
terests at heart.” 

“I admit to that fact,” he answered, meeting her gaze 
directly. 

“Than I shall do as you advise. How shall we proceed?” 

“I shall draw up a bill of complaint on your behalf, 
madame, and it shall be filed in the Court of Chancery. 
We will have to charge him with . . . adulterous actions.” 

“Must it be so stated? It is such an ugly way to put it.” 

“Uh ... I shall state that he is charged with committing 
matrimonial offenses, if that pleases you better,” he pro- 
posed. 

“That has a more genteel ring to it,” she commented. 

“It will have to be proved, you are aware,” he pointed 
out. 

“Proved?” She cried. “How can it be proved? Must we 
spy on his actions? It is common knowledge, is it not? 
Why must we prove it, if it is such a commonly known 
fact about the town?” 

“Because we will be in a court of law and we cannot 
admit heresay evidence in a court of law.” 

“But how can we prove... ?” She stumbled over the dis- 
tasteful thought. “I could not .. .” 

“T shall find the means. You need not trouble yourself 
about that detail, madame. We will name this Jane 
McManus specifically, since it is known that he frequently 
visits her. I shall find someone—possibly a servant to tes- 
tify to the fact that they were together in an indecent 
state.” s 

She put her hands to her face. “The poor young woman 
will be ruined totally.” 

“But not by you, madame—she has already been ruined 
by the villain Burr,” he corrected her. 

“That is true enough, I vow... still...” she trailed off 

the objection. If it must be done, then it was useless to ob- 
ject. 
“We shall request that he be restrained from the use of 
your property and your funds while the bill of complaint 
is being considered by the court, madame. In that manner, 
if it is taken under consideration for a length of time, you 
will be protected.” 

“Does that mean he can no longer spend my money?” 
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_ “That is precisely the meaning of it,” he confirmed with 
anod of his head. 
“Then that must be included. I will not have the 
eckless spendthrift living off what I have struggled so dili- 
gently to acquire. Let him spend his own... though that 
never enough for him.” 
_ “It will be necessary for you to appear in the court with 
me, madame, you realize that fact?” 
_ “Yes, I had supposed as much,” she replied. 
_ “T shall work on the bill of complaint tomorrow and 
lend word to you when I have it completed to my satisfac- 
tion and when I plan to file it,” he told her. 
“Very good, Mr. Hamilton. I’ll wait to hear from you.” 
ihe rose to leave. 
_ “Do you happen to know the name of his housekeeper, 
fadame Burr?” Hamilton inquired. 
She paused and turned to look at him in confusion. 
- “Do you have need of a housekeeper, Mr. Hamilton?” 
“No, no, that is not the purpose.” he replied. “I may 
ave occasion to seek out the woman to speak with her.” 
“I believe it to be a Maria Johnson . .. a colored 
foman of a fine reputation, honorable, so I am told.” 
_ “T thank you,” he said. “I thought I might also make in- 
Juiry as to her willingness to testify on your behalf... if 
le should know anything of the doings of Colonel Burr 
nd Miss McManus.” 
She nodded and waited for him to cross the room and 
n the door for her to leave. As he did so and stood 
ding the door full open for her, she smiled at him, a 
itersweet smile of wistfulness. “Do you know, by any 
hance, what day this is, Mr. Hamilton?” she asked him. 
_ “Why, yes, of course I do, madame. It is July 1, 1834.” 
was surprised at her inquiry. 
_ “That is correct enough, Mr. Hamilton. But it is also 
he first anniversary of my marriage to Colonel Burr. Is 
nat not an irony?” Without waiting for a reply, she . 
spped through the door and out to the street where her 
triage waited her. 
He watched as she mounted and the carriage began to 
e its slow and cumbersome way down the street. Then 
le turned back to his office and began to walk slowly to 
is desk. “An irony, indeed, madame,” he said aloud. 
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Then he recalled that in ten short days it would be thirty 
years since Colonel Burr had murdered his beloved father, 


Alexander Hamilton. On July 11, 1804, he was shot, and 
on July 12, 1804, he died. What more fitting way to 
celebrate that anniversary of the death of his. father than 
to file Madame Burt’s bill of complaint against Colonel 
Burr in the Court of Chancery on that date. “Mine own 
complaint against Colonel Burr was filed thirty years ago 
on that date, it will give me great pleasure to file another 
on July 12, 1834,” he said very softly for none but himself 
to hear. 


Chapter XV 


on Burr rose promptly to respond to the rapping at the 
yor. The timid, little knock could only mean that Jane 
id come to rescue him from an evening of solitude and 
ill hours of work. Quickly, he opened the door and took 
th her hands in his to lead her across the room to a 
air where she might sit. Then he Promptly closed the 
r to insure their privacy. 
“Jane, my Jane,” he said with delight. “How pleasurable 
8 to see you this evening.” He returned to her, drawing 
chair for himself close enough that he might hold her 
nd as they sat together. “My, how attractive you seem 
e this evening.” 
Ahank you, Aaron,” she replied with a fleeting smile. 
} had dressed meticulously, with an eye to enhancing 
‘Natural charms, and the pale yellow dress of linen was 
cently charming in its simplicity and suited her ample 
ire most pleasingly. She removed the white and yellow 
Mnet that she wore and placed it carefully on a table 
her chair. Then she shook her head to send the soft 
own curls fluttering about her face until they settled into 
eir own delightful disarray about her youthful features, 
f eyes sparkled with mischief as she gazed at her host. 
How have you been these past four days, and what has 
pt you from my company?” he inquired. 
have—as I usually am—been abiding quietly at home 
Jersey City, sir. But I have been preoccupied and not 
to journey to New York. I thought, perhaps, that ‘if 
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you did, in truth, miss my company you might come to oes 
visit with me there.” The sparkle in her eye flashed to a a pled cabin with kisses, but she resisted and pulled 
ira twinkle as she waited for him to reply to her chal- “No,” ae told bin ‘clidttie te 
enge. a i y. “I do not beli 
“And, indeed, I should have come were I forced to wait : “You I do not believe you have ever truly loved pa hi 
another day to be alone with you. Only very pressing eco a both Perverse and silly, Jane,” he rebuked her, 
business has kept me prisoner here.” He held out his hand “But ate a unbpcomiing to you.” 
to ante have missed you sorely, Jane... My little Jane ees a ot agile ale a him squarely. 
eee e to me.” te eave me or that wom: 
She obediently left her chair to kneel at his feet, her cold ar her money? I would be told.” ~ 
head resting on his knees. He gently stroked her hair as he aved a weighty sigh and stared at the obstinate 
said, “How can you abide an old, old man like me, Jane? “T will not all 
You should be pursuing a man of youth and vigor, a man = thoughts pope you to love me tonight until I know 
who could offer you marriage and a home and children, as ‘She had hit this matter, she told him firmly. » 
well. How can you be satisfied to settle for such a dilapi- Ware of it. Sion kee pe Sera: and she was well 
dated wreck as Aaron Burr?” cee: ; on Burr had an ever- 
She pulled herself upright on her knees in front of him bfeared to dio ss 2, nis OWN mortality. Tt was not that 
and asked with a mischievous tilt of her head, “Would you oe tah ie po? Geath held no terror for him, and he 
like me to leave you in peace? ... I will plague you no a that y what might happen to his soul after 
more with my presence, sir, if that be your wish. Is it?” 4 was not it. What plagued Aaron Burr was 
His arms reached about her waist and drew her to him. ‘2 leasures of Hage to fill every waking minute with 
“You know it is not, my Jane. I need you as I need the ie bed sd earthly life. 
air to breathe.” He kissed her hard and full on the mouth, in, at ieee gnawing urgent need for the 
as though he could transfer her youth to himself. When he nich a ioonid young woman’s body, a driving passion 
had finished, she drew back from him a little. H satisfy - ben contol nor explain, merely obey: 
"af youd ty aed me Aron how cold you bs [Rb more i apa, ee al cane 1 i 
cruel as to marry another?” she asked. ’ : - er, the more he 
th bist talk = rai my young pigeon. It is over alee a iste —— — him ve though he 
and finished.” He spoke ly. t aiming enou; assion to 
“But I would know—I must know,” she insisted. “It has ‘ mal the years he would rest in his grave. Or perhaps 
long been a sorrow to me... to think that I was not all Prove to himself that he still lived and was capa- 
you required ... to think that you slipped away without a | y= Ot Sensual pleasure. He knew that it was a most unnat- 
word of farewell ... to marry another, Did you never A is sesace : man of his age, but he was powerless to 
ty € urge. The sense of it was unimportant 


wonder if I should be unhappy? Did you never wonder if | =e 
should cry to lose you? Did you not once regret leaving 1 oes er and she held the key to his hedonisti 


me, Aaron?” i 
am tired, and it is late, Jane,” he pleaded. “Let us go 


“Jane, Jane, do not speak of it,” he admonished her. “I 
have returned to you. That is a period of my life that bed and ‘ i i 
y P y eon s further of this matter another time, if you 


is now over and best forgotten. Do not dwell upon it, ! 
I gambled and lost and wish to put it from my thoughts." 'I tell you I will n . 
He strained to draw her close to him once more, to feel d peevishly. “I Sod ene # ape ig Aaron,” she 
her young, vibrant body pressed tightly against his, to halt Would leave me to marry a fidsake eek bia why 

: er eee 
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and 1 think it is not merely jealousy on my part to say so 
much less attractive... than myself.” 

“Very well, I will tell you, then, if you will give me no 
peace in the matter,” he said wearily. “Though, I am not 
certain that I can explain it al! to your understanding.” 

“I promise that I will try my best,” she insisted. 

“I tell you quite honestly and sincerely, Jane, that J 
have always felt myself to be a man of great destiny,” he 
began slowly, formulating the thoughts with care. “I have 
always known that I was put on this earth to be a leader 
of men. And I would have been a great leader, too. I have 
no doubt of it. But I have lost ... always I have failed to 
achieve my destiny . . . for whatever reason, it matters 
little. For the fact remains cold and hard as ice against my 
heart, that I have failed utterly. Every greatness for which 
I reached has slipped from my grasp as I drew it to me.” 

“Aaron,” she began with a tone of exasperation. “I do 
not understand what your thwarted destiny has to do with 
your marriage to Madame Jumel. That is my only concern 
«». my only question.” 

“Then listen,” he told her curtly.”It has to do with it. 
And if you would know my reason, then know it all ... 
know me for what I am ... for I am a man cheated by 
fate at every turn.” His sharpness caused her to refrain 
from further questioning his words. 

Burr settled back into his chair, his eyes fixed upon the 
wall opposite where he sat; yet, it was not the wall that he 
perceived, rather it seemed that all his life was projected 
before him. Softly, he began: 

“I would have been a great military leader in the War 
for Independence. I was young, but so were many others, 
and I was well liked by my men. They respected me, and 
they would have followed me to hell had I led them there. 
I would have brought them back from that abyss and 
safely, too. They knew it well ... they trusted me and 
with good reason. Time and again I petitioned General 
Washington for a command of my own, and time and 

again he refused my request until at last I despaired of 
ever gaining an honorable rank and left the military serv- 
ice to take up the study of law. 

“I excelled and I prospered, and I became active in poli- 
tics to such a degree that I aspired to be the President of 
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the United States. That, I decided was the desti 

stiny I sh 
ute. I would have been the finest Patan geo 
ount known, Perhaps even the finest it would ever 
now. But that position was denied me as well... denied 


Well, so be it, he died, and a in I lost 
d = ee anconient. But I did bi despair, Mt hopes 
% eee conceived a grand design for my fu- 
a ape establish .4n empire of my own in Mexico, 
ching into the territory when war with Spain broke 
i betwee: : our two countries, as nearly everyone was 
ni pr gc to do... but it did not break out, 
— be and I was betrayed by a man I had trusted 
i Was pursued like a common criminal and de- 
d a traitor by President Jefferson himself—before the 
ib ever he Pronounced me guilty before the world—the 

nanimous President Jefferson, who never forgave me 


F challenging him in his fight for the presidency and 


y nearly taking it from under his nose. Again I 


mbled on my destiny, and again I lost. 


should have been a Napoleon on this co: 
the hand of fate which struck at me wither ees 
| older, my opportunities were fewer, my resources 
_— hed with my youth. And then ... then when 
“a Segan to entertain me in her palatial country estate 
TI sat at chess with her, toying with Napoleon’s own 
peer my feet resting on his own carpet, I imagined 
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myself lord of the manor, ruler of a country estate if not a 
country. We were gay company, she and I... we were 
happy and companionable and old together. She had the 
wealth to provide me comfort in my few remaining years, 
and she had a sensuality to answer my own. We had much 
to offer each other. After many months, I was convinced 
that the marriage would be a good thing for us both, and I 
would, at long last, fulfill my destiny in some small way as 
a landed country squire—not as I had been at Richmond 
Hill in younger days when I was constantly plagued by 
debts, but as a man of unlimited means, able to enjoy my 
life free from worry, able to procure what I wished, to be 
generous with my friends and my wards, and so it seemed 
a future full of promise. 

“Again I gambled ... and again T lost. While our com- 
panionship was an easy matter in the days of our court- 
ship, there was a harsh abrasion between us once we were 
wed to one another. I cannot tell you why, but we simply 
could not manage any longer to bow to the will of the 
other party. We were almost constantly at odds ... con- 
stantly quarreling over one thing or the other thing, until 
we each tried to outdo the other in perversity and cruelty 
rather than kindliness and consideration, until the situation 
grew intolerable for us both ... and I have not seen her 
now in some weeks.” 

Ending his long narrative, he turned his face to her and 
smiled sadly. “And now you know, Jane. Have you bene- 
fited any from the explanation?” _ 

“J am sorry for you, Aaron, but I am glad, too,” she 
told him simply. “I thought perhaps you might have 
wooed her with the passion that I am able to arouse in 
you, and I confess that I was jealous.” 

“No, Jane. There is a fire in my fiber that you best 
kindle . . . it blazes and engulfs me. The pleasure of you 
overwhelms me and my appetite feeds on it. It was never 
thus with Eliza ... and yet ...” His eye seemed to burn 
through her and become riveted to a spot some vast dis- 

tance beyond. “Yet... I must concede that in some small, 
dark, unguarded corner of my being, a portion of me crics 

out for her. ’Tis more than passing strange to me, but I do 

still long to be with her.” His mind turned again to the 

young girl seated at his feet. “Not for sexual pleasures, 
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ugh, Jane, not that.” Again he looked away from her. 
ust... just... to be with her. . .” His voice trailed off 
‘a note of confusion, and they sat silently for several 
inutes before he spoke again. “Will you leave me, now, 
? Now that I have confessed to you my failings, have 
t you?” he asked. 
o, Aaron. I will not leave you. So long as you desire 
, I will not leave you.” 
I do most earnestly desire you, Jane. Kiss me and let 
know that you are still my own little Jane.” 
Imp si ely, she threw her arms about his neck and 
ted him willingly and passionately full on the mouth, al- 
Wing him to caress her firm, ample breasts against his 
in eager body. 
Jeither Aaron nor Jane was aware of the faint sounds 
fhe hallway as Maria Johnson stealthily placed her eye 
it to the keyhole in an effort to witness the scene. 
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Chapter XVI 


Dr. Friedrichson had allowed Raymond Saundre to tell his 
story without interruption. Now, Saundre sat nervously 
clasping and unclasping his hands while he watched the in- 
tent look of perplexity on Friedrichson’s face go through a 
number of subtle changes. Saundre could tell that Fried- 
richson was trying to decide how much credence to give the 
story. For Saundre, the matter of its acceptance was so ur- 
gent that he began to perspire on his upper lip, an out- 
ward sign of nervousness that he had hoped to avoid. 

“I must say, that’s a remarkable story, Dr. Saundre,” 
Friedrichson said with a frown. 

“I'm well aware of that, sir,” replied Saundre. “But it’s 
true.” 

Friedrichson sat another few minutes deep in thought, 
staring at a pencil he was holding. Saundre was tempted to 
try to tune into his thoughts but decided to give the man 
time to sort them out. When, at last, he spoke, it was clear 
Friedrichson had still not been able to do so. 

“It's incredible—just incredible,” Friedrichson said. 
Then, looking directly at Saundre, he added, “In fact, | 
guess you could call it downright unbelievable, couldn't 
you?” 

“Except that it’s all true, Dr. Friedrichson,” Saundre re- 
plied, meeting the older man’s gaze. 

To himself, he had to admit that it was rather unbeliev- 
able and that his reaction would probably be the samo 
were he in Friedrichson’s place. A man like Friedrichson 
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@ not become the head of an institute 
‘on face value every story he was told 
_ What proof do you have to bear 


like this by accept- 


out 
und 2 Friedrichson your theory, Dr, 
, ‘Mr. an Mrs. White have vol 
itute to meet ‘with olunteered to come to the 


you, and Mrs, Brooks, 

hg bonis Burr, should be Weg 
wa within a day or two. There 

i that Elena had with t they on 
iss Blakely’s office,” 


“D ey, I would be most anxious to hear those 


ichson said, “but I’m sure you’, 

fom be doctored. It’s rattles, eal at 
us even if they haven't bee co 

ation. I wouldn’t consider bani prec as 
\ Barle you mentioned, j 


arriving from 
of a conversa- 
her, but they would still be in 


Mr. and Mrs. White are friends of Dr. 
re with this young woman, Mrs. Bro’ 


es, I’m aware of that,” Saundre agreed. 

Ne Thust be careful that all this is not a ruse to cover 
- Or to claim 

Friedrichson explained. 

Concern,” Saundre replied, 


ork on the attempt to bring him back. She 


was certain 
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“How long do you think all this inquiry is going to 
take?” Saundre asked. 

“Only as long as necessary. I would say two or three 
weeks would be a safe guess,” Friedrichson replied. 

“But that may be too long. Dr. Aarons may be dead by 
that time,” Saundre insisted. : 

“J hardly think that’s likely, Dr. Saundre, but, believe 
me, we will do all we can to hurry the investigation. And, 
there is the possibility that if Mrs. Brooks actually accom 
plished what you say she did, that no further inquiry will 
be needed. If the staff can become convinced after testing 
her, then we can proceed immediately. As I said before, 
Mrs. Brooks seems to be the key figure right now, Dr. 
Saundre.” Friedrichson made the statement with such 
firmness that Saundre knew it would be useless to protest 
further. Saundre rose and headed for the door, wishing 
that Percy’s flight were arriving today instead of tomor- 
row. He stood a few minutes before opening the office 
door, wondering if he were giving up too easily, but 
Friedrichson’s parting words left no doubt as to his posi- 
tion. 

“J regret that there must be this delay, Dr. Saundre, but 
I am a scientific person, not a gullible one,” Friedrichson 
asserted. ; 

Saundre turned to Friedrichson, whose face was set in 
firm decision, and realized that he would not hurried 
unless he himself experienced a premonition of imminent 
disaster, a very unlikely occurrence since Friedrichson was 
not personally subject to such things. : 

Leaving Friedrichson’s office, Raymond Saundre knew it 
was going to be a nerve-wracking twenty-four hours for 
him—until the arrival of Percy Brooks. He left word that 
he would not be at the Institute the rest of the day and 
immediately headed for the Whites. It seemed the only 
logical thing to do. They would be waiting anxiously to 
hear from him, and he needed someone to talk to about 


the reaction of Friedrichson. Naturally, he hadn’t expected — 
the man to receive the story with an all-out acceptance, | 


but neither had he expected what seemed to be akin to re 
jection. : 

Saundre was impatient for Mrs. Brooks to arrive. He 
wondered how long they would spend investigating her 
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ry and whether or not they would ultimately accept it. 

‘ow there was a new thought. What if for some reason or 
other they decided there wasn’t enough evidence to accept 
Porcy’s story either. Where would that leave them? Time 
... time... time. Why couldn’t he make Friedrichson re- 
lize how vital it was to proceed without delay? 

Well, maybe the thing to do would be to have some al- 
ow plan in case the institute dallied over its decision. 

t what? What? They had been a sort of last resort. If 
that failed, then Saundre couldn’t think of what the next 
ilep would be without the aid of the institute. But there 
must be one. There had to be. Still, maybe he was jumping 

far ahead. Maybe they would be able to ascertain that 
had actually experienced what she said she did, and 

t would solve that problem. Everything now seemed to 
feat on her story. 

As he suspected, Claire was at home, Sam was not. 
Claire had spent the morning trying to complete a new 
sketch but with little success. She was having difficulty 
@oncentrating and had nearly worn a path between her 
desk and the refrigerator in the kitchen. She had con- 
wimed three glasses of ice water, one of orange juice, and 
two of diet cola in the last few hours. She was a nervous 
k with the waiting to hear from Raymond. She didn’t 
w whether she was so happy to see him because it gave 
an excuse to leave the sketch or whether it was be- 
she really wanted to hear how his meeting with 
ichson had gone. 

Whatever it was, having him there meant that she no 
jonger had to be miserable and anxious alone. Claire 
Wlosed the portfolio in relief, placed her swatches of 
material in a small folder and led Raymond Saundre into 
tho living room. She was happy to be out of the office and 

turn her thoughts to those things which had been sneak- 

in at the corners of her mind all day anyway. 
ell, how did you make out with Dr. Friedrichson?” 
” asked as soon as they were seated. “I expected you 
before now. What happened?” 
“Tl had to wait until he could see me, that’s all,” Saundre 


feplied. 
“Well, I'm dying to know. Tell me what did he say?” 
asked. 
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Treupo! detailed de- 
Th n, Raymond embarked upon a : 

osiption of his conversation with Friedrichson, le 
with Friedrichson’s statement that nothing further = : 
be done until they had had a chance to hear Percy 


Brooks’s story. 


4 i ferred back 

“Well, if he doesn’t believe that they trans : 

into saouitien time, what does he think might have hap 
2” Claire asked. 

ee at say. I’m not sure he even gave that any 


peg mcnel why was he so stubborn about not believing what 


Id him?” . 
yeuHie seems to suspect me,” Saundre said. 
“Of what?” Claire wanted to know. ake 
“Well, not of anything specific, really nia hs Sea 
pects that I've been duped, and he doesn’t want tc ~ 
chance of making the institute look ridiculous with suc! 
fantastic claim that may later be proved false.’ sande 
“But what could you hope to get out of it?” she asked. 


“Claire, the one point he made unmistakably ie br 
that it is the nature of the ag ine to — att re ates 
paranormal events, ree bag pra as io on 

i tricks an 
inable in other ways. Sometimes they’re 
Seta it’s merely that they’re not ei ak agar 
i 0 
be. And he is not about to accept a ay saat se 
i : ) sidered proof, and ho 
testimony and Sam's Ti be interested i what you bad ( 
substantial than what | 


encounter of that nature. 


tude without some corroborating pro 


indicated that he would be 
say, but it wouldn’t be any more 
had already told him.” 


i i f it trying 

11, no, I guess they’d have quite a time o 
ane that 2 actually saw Angie disappear, and thet 
d happily submit to a lie detector test, 


Damon. We’ 
though.” 


“They really don’t rely very much on that sort of 


thing,” Raymond explained. 


this among the staff until 


know. He did make it very plain that he considered hef 
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“I had hoped they would do something before Percy atv 


the key figure in verifying the story. If she doesn’t con- 

vince him, I don’t know what we can do.” 

___ “They have to believe her, Raymond,” Claire exclaimed. 

“They just have to. If they don’t, that will mean they’re 

ft with two missing persons.” 

_ “And we’re the prime suspects,” Saundre added. 

_ “What does that mean?” 

_ “Tt means that if we don’t convince them, the next logi- 
explanation is that someone has disposed of two bodies 

br Some reason or another. Since we have offered this ex- 

lanation, if they don’t accept it, they’re going to wonder 

What we're trying to cover up. It’s not a comfortable posi- 

on to be in. Either we convince the institute, or we bring 

Elena and Aarons back ourselves—which isn’t very 
tly—or we're in a great deal of trouble.” Raymond 

pelled out the alternatives for her. 

_“I see what you’re driving at. That never occurred to 

he before,” Claire responded soberly. “I’m almost sorry 

(ou told me. It makes me feel very uneasy somehow. Even 

hough ‘om sure they'll believe Percy, I feel uncomfortable 


“I know, Claire, so do I,” Raymond answered. 
They sat together in silence for a long time. Raymond 
hed he could offer her reassurance, but that was some- 
hing he didn’t feel himself, At last, Claire sighed and 
od up. 
don’t feel like being around other people this eve- 
Ing, so I guess I’d better start to think about fixing dinner 
| we're going to eat here. Why don’t you come into the 
ltchen with me, Raymond. We can talk while I work.” 
“Why don’t I help you? I'm a rather good cook—no 
er chef, but not bad.” 
“You never cease to amaze me,” Claire responded with 
ak smile. “Come on.” 
_ Raymond removed his jacket and rolled up his shirt 
es. Claire watched him with amusement as he did so. ~ 
his was completely contrary to the image of the suave, 
bane man that she had decided he was. That image 
led him naturally. Raymond was tall, slightly over six 
very trim and athletic and always impeccably 
bomed. His skin was the dark olive she had always asso- 
ited with people of the Middle Eastern countries. His 
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eyes were extremely dark and soft and very friendly. His 
hair was dark and thick, rather curly. She would guess his 
age to be somewhere around forty if pinned down to it, 
but with Raymond, age was really immaterial. 

His manner was easy and casual, but there was a touch 
of reserve about him. Claire never imagined that he ever 
dirtied his hands in a kitchen sink. To find that he did and 
even enjoyed it, only added to the mystery of this man. To 
find that reserve could be shed was a welcome surprise. 
Now she felt they could laugh together, and she needed 
that more than she needed food. 

“You really surprise me, Raymond. Where on earth did 
you learn to cook?” Claire asked as she handed him an 
apron. 

“TI studied at the Cordon Bleu. I was in France on a pro- 
ject for more than a year, and I had always been inter- 
ested in puttering around the kitchen. I like to eat. So | 
decided to study for a while from the master chefs. I en- 
joyed it very much.” 

“I’m impressed,” said Claire. 

“But I also had a marvelous teacher in Greece, while I 
was there for a time, and my mother was an excellent 
cook. She encouraged me to work in the kitchen with 
her—after I grew up, of course. It would never do for a 

young boy to be caught in the kitchen of his home. I loved 
to cook, so wherever I am, I try to work in the kitchen of 
a really good cook, if I can.” 

“Well, I’m afraid I’m not going to be a good teacher,” 
Claire apologized. “I’m not in a mood to create tonight.” 

“Nor am I, really,” confessed Raymond. “What are we 
about to tackle?” 

“Now you've frightened me. I don’t know 
Claire replied. 

“Simple and fast is fine with me. What is the meat for 
dinner?” 

“I have a steak that I thought I might fix as beef strogo- 
noff, but that sounds so ordinary for a student of Cordon 
Bleu,” she said half-heartedly. 

“That sounds delectable,” Raymond insisted. 

“Well, if you don’t mind,” Claire said. She pulled from 
the refrigerator a lean steak and began to cut it quickly 
and deftly into strips. 


what to fix,” 
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“Wi 
a ‘og you like me to do that for you?” Raymond 


“Oh, no thank you, this is somethi 

ae k » tl ing I do rather well. 
ah = I finish cutting that I may need help,” she 
1 tig oe have rice?” he asked. . 

es, I have is the long-cooking kind, though.” 
a i ; gh.” She 
a ages sa white box from the shelf and placed it in 
Seer , ot 

ein y right,” he said examining the box. “And rais- 


‘She started for the raisins. 
0, no, just tell me where to look. “ 
Be sats conbonne k. I can find them.” 
that nately cashews or pignoles, anything 
“I do have a jar of pignolias i 

te ralstne vene pignolias in the same cupboard 
“Marvelous. Let me start this concoction. 

{ , and th 

pale Jot napa x smiled in satisfaction. ie 
Tr ore than an hour they had finished preparin 
pe i pee had set the table on the small Sine eae 
ye mixed the drinks and they were seated, hav- 
ya _ urely cocktail when Sam arrived home. Claire in- 
ited a first he must be seated next to her, cocktail in 
nd ‘ore she would explain what had happened at the 
pune between Friedrichson and Raymond. 
“W nan I suppose it’s not surprising,” Sam said. “But at 
Ps; rey = be here tomorrow and we won’t have to 
t long after that. I’m sure we can gain their cooper- 


‘a wish I shared your confidence, Sam,” Raymond said. 
ican understand your position, Raymond, but believe 


@, they have no other choice. I think you'r imisti 
nl use you have to return to reyeh mer aia 
ee ether they will be back before you have to go. 
u're too caught up in it to see that they really have to be- 
m us. Don t you agree, Honey?” Sam turned to his wife. 
aire did her best to smile assurance. “I hope you’re 
; tht ag : oy ponte somehow, she didn’t feel 
at as another choic 

didn’t like to think about that ne alae hei 
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Chapter XVI 


ically went about packing her underclothing 

ages ron of the bag on her bed; then she set about the 
task of choosing which clothes she should take on the trip 
to New York. It was a problem because she had no = 
how long she would be needed there. At best, it would 
probably be only a couple of Pc and at most, it 

’t require more than a wee! ; 
Tow thats the institute was being informed of the plight 
of Damon and Elena, it was quite conceivable that they 
wouldn’t need her help to get Damon back—or Elena ei- 
ther. Percy still wasn’t used to the idea that Elena had ac- 
tually gone back in time, too, but perhaps that was for ne 
best. Her disappearance was really what nae cage 
bringing the whole episode to the institute for their help. It 
would soon be all over now, and everyone could relax 
from their worry. Percy really wasn’t sure why she felt she 
had to go—maybe to supply the institute with helpful ne 
formation, maybe to convince them that it was all really 
true, maybe because in some way she could be instrumen- 
tal in the return. She only knew that she felt an obligation 
ere if needed. f 

path finally decided a four-piece suit would be most 
practical, with a couple of extra blouses, a dress for What- 
ever, and an extra pair of slacks for lounging. She wasn’t 
going to make much fuss over what to wear with what on 
this trip. That wasn’t the purpose of it. She added four 
scarves for her head, and she would wear her wig on the 
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’ lp. That should cover almost anything that came up. She 
packed two pair of shoes—one pair for dress and one pair 


flats. 

_ She glanced at her watch and decided there was still 
me to make a list of things for Mrs. Purcell before din- 
fr, so she closed the suitcase lid and headed for the 
tchen. On her fingers, she counted off the things to in- 
ide—Both Linda and Bobby had dental checkups on 
uesday after school. Bobby had a Boy Scout meeting on 
hursday and Linda had ballet class on Friday. Saturday 
obrning Bobby had a bowling league, but Gordon usually 
)ok him to that. She placed a meat loaf in the oven along 
ith a casserole of vegetables before she took a sheet of 
aper from her kitchen desk and began to write the neces- 
instructions for Mrs. Purcell, who was going to super- 
ise the children while she was away. Mrs. Purcell would 
Coming about nine in the morning, and Percy wanted 
be completely ready for her, no last minute dashes to 
ake care of something she had forgotten. She carefully 
lined the activities for the children according to days of 
© week and according to each child. She attached it to 
bulletin board by the outside door. That way, everyone 
ould be able to keep informed of what to do. 
Percy pulled green-and-white flowered place mats from 
© drawer and arranged them on the table. She took a set 
white plates from the cupboard and began to arrange 
m about the table. As she was putting the last plate in 
ace and prepared to distribute the silverware, Bobby 
ash ed into the kitchen, hair falling into his face, his 
irttail out, and a wild look in his eye. The door banged 

st the wall as he threw it open in his hurry. . 
“Bobby,” said Percy glancing up in surprise. “Be more 

feful with that door.” 

“Mom, mom, come quick,” he yelled, rushing toward 
er. “‘Linda’s hurt. She got bit by a rattlesnake.” 
“She what? Bobby, how could she?” Percy gasped. The 
lerware she was holding clattered onto the plate. 
obby—where were you? How could she get bitten by a 


_ Percy eyed him suspiciously. The children occasionally 

oyed playing tricks on her, but never anything like 
hever anything so serious. Still there hadn’t been any 
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ight 
in the area for years. Maybe there mig 
op ia a country, but nowhere around the towns, 
certainly not close to Newport. Still it wasn’t impossible. 
“T tell you it was a rattler. Jimmy Peterson said it - 
He saw it,” Bobby insisted. “It’s in the vacant lot. We 
ing out by the shed there.” ’ P 
eal ec She had to get Linda to the hospital 
and fast. 
is she now?” Percy asked her son. 
Racine Susan are helping her home. IT came = 
ahead to tell you. Are you going to cut it open and suc 
son?” , 
mon Bobby, how can you even ask that?” she replied as 
tarted for the door. 
i sani that’s what you're — to do,” he as- 
rted. “I’ve seen how they do it on TV. Qf . 
¥ wa vores also supposed to get the patient a 
aid from an expert, and that’s what I'm going to do. at 
taking Linda to the hospital. ey - my Saat at : 
ing down my purse. It’s on the ‘ . : 
ies Take it i the car with you. Linda and I int i 
you there. And hurry, please, dear. She instruct oe 
started out the door to find Linda, but remembere 
food cooking, and dashed back in to turn off the oven, 
i the second’s delay. . ; 
sie in the trees of the ing i ag i ire 
d, she saw Linda being elp y h 
needs Linda had one. foot ye ahs an 
arm around the neck of ea ‘ 
oe a Ae soon as she spotted the trio, Percy broke oe 
a run, or the nearest thing to it she could manage throug 
the high tangle of uncut weeds and wild grass. finan i 
“Oh, Linda, honey, how awful for you. She eran 
girl into her arms and began ae wad a an ap 
grass. “Where is the bite he asked, a Ee 
xamine the leg which Linda ra: 
ore cer the ankle was a L peepee — bane 7 
recognized as a snake bite even e ha ii Ae 
ding the marks, there was a red swelling. 
fat wk tance’ a on awe ty 
ituation. Perhaps after all, she sho 
eae ah pear out what poison she could, but she 
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@idn’t think she had guts enough to do it. She wouldn’t 
@are get sick to her stomach in the middle of the process. 
that would only cause everyone to panic. Rather than 
nce it, rather than waste the time to treat it herself, it 
buld be better to rush Linda to the hospital emergency 
om for treatment. 
“Is she gonna be all right, Mrs. Brooks?” Susan inquired 
Percy gently placed Linda in the back seat of the car. 
tore the scarf from her head and began tying a tourni- 
around Linda’s leg. 
“I think so, Susan, don’t you worry,” Percy replied. 
fou and Jimmy run along home Dow and stay away 
bm that vacant lot. I’m sorry I can’t drive you, but 
nda has to get to the hospital as fast as possible. She can 
ii you when she gets back, so you'll know everything’s 
Tight,” Percy tried to relieve Susan’s undisguised 


“Bye, Linda,” Susan said, with a timid wave. 
Bye, Susan, thanks for your help,” Linda answered. 
As Percy backed tapidly out of the drive and headed 
t the highway, Jimmy lightly touched Susan on the 
der. “We better get home and tell Mom,” he said. 
he's gonna be really surprised. She and Dad always said 
6 Weren’t any rattlesnakes around here.” 
Susan watched until the car was out of sight before she 
luld bring herself to start home. 
Bobby held open the door to the emergency room as 
icy carried her daughter into the hospital. She refused 
lot Linda walk by herself because she knew it was im- 
tant to keep the blood from pulsing tapidly through the 
Ody, taking with it the dangerous poison. Once inside the 
ge Waiting room, Percy looked around her for someone 
help her, to whisk Linda away for treatment. There was 
Man sitting quietly in the corner, obviously waiting for 
heone inside. Across from him was a woman with a 
leen- or fifteen-year-old boy beside her. He was read- 
ig a horror comic book, paying no attention to what went 
i around him or to his mother’s nervous worry. There 
ls & Window which opened into a room like a doctor’s 
ptionist arrangement. But there was no one at the win- 
, and as Percy stood looking through it, she could see 
One in the room. The thought that Linda just might die 
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dinne! can have the biggest banana split in the 


ld for dessert.” Percy told her. 
looked solemnly at her mother. “Mommy, am I 


om die?” she asked as a tear began to escape from 


“Hello, can somebody 


i: g eyes. é; 
io, darling, you're not. The doctor is going to come 
make you better. Now, don’t worry yourself,” Percy 


“what is it?” she . , 
mother’s arms, she said, “Is she burt?” informed nred her, bending down to kiss her daughter’s cheek 
‘ “yes, She was bitten by a rattlesnake, Percy wipe away the tear with a handkerchief. 
her. t e nurse return carrying a hypodermic 
“ ed to know. | , 
‘How long ago?” The nurse want AD ree veri er dle in her ‘antl. 
m afraid the doctors are all tied up. But there'll be 


ei % know? For pity sakes, 
Nya twelve minutes ago,” she added. 
right through that door,” instructed the 


nurse, all crisp efficiency. r “Honey, you wait here for me, 
i can.” 


here as soon as possible. In the meantime, I can give 
r daughter a shot,” she explained. 

he rubbed a spot on Linda’s hip with an alcohol pad 
le the girl scrunched up her face for the awful jab of 
needle. She closed her eyes and clenched her fists and 


ICY 
Til be out to tell you how she is as S008 
“Q.K., Mom,” cae repli ed, But the shock of the sharp stab didn’t come. After 
‘seconds, when she opened her eyes to peek at the 
Linda was surprised to find she was removing the 


ile from the syringe. 
give me the shot?” she asked in 


placed sae aon, ; 
i ing for protect Aren’ i 
side inh banal Titten?” ask of the mS og ee ae he going to 
“ leg, ti t there,” replied Fetcy» . caiintcsints 
~ ake : at angry looking. ; ls ly did, replied the nurse with a smile. 
bs ) didn’t trent it in any way?” the nurse inquired. Bul I didn’t feel anything, Linda protested. 2 
‘ lied a tourniquet, but I wanted to get her Phat’s because Tm magic,” replied the nurse, smiling. 
Bane app’ oe + mapas | bt oats eg not wee 
Ti ° P ouldn’t be. ...How come I di "t feel it?” 
= F Jock at it. Though, T'm sur? Oe eee : 
OS peer os erie ae eel over Linda, “You won't You eck ae pom ay in magic?” the nurse asked. 
i °9 oothin OE 
mind that too much will you, dear?” she asked, smoothin’ 'm sorry to hear that,” remarked the nurse. “But if 
Linda’s hair from her forehead. : ‘don’t I guess I’ll have to confess. But it’s a deep, dark 

“J guess not,” replied a terrified Linda. drew the ret. You have to promise you won't tell any one.” 

“Good. Pll oh ao in a The nurse “| promise,” replied Linda, crossing her heart for em- 
curtains around the as she le Yeates , 

Several precious minutes passed while they waited for MAIL right, then. Just before I jabbed you with the 
someone else to come to them. Percy took her daughter's le, I pinched a large chunk of your bottom, like this, 
and and leaned over the bed. , 4, grasping about an inch of fiesh between the 

it’s going to be all right, honey. You be a brave girl and forefinger of her left hand. “That makes that 

. a fhe shot, ‘cause that'll stop the poison and numb so you don’t feel anything there ... 
ram wit be well again. We'll have to stay here @ while feel the jab of the needle when I use it. 
then you that eve hing’s fine, but tonight af- tha’ something?” 
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“That’s neat,” Linda said. “Wait'll I tell Bobby.” 
“Oh now, you promised you wouldn’t tell anyone, It’s a 
secret between us,” the nurse replied. 

“Oh, yeah,” Linda agreed. 

“You just rest quietly. There'll be a doctor in to see you 
in a minute or two. I'll go check.” 


Percy did her best to keep Linda amused while they 
were waiting. 


» Ralph Brown, is a policeman, T knew tod was hi 
4 nd I knew he had a gun, so I h i eo are 


it. He had Jimmy take him 


find a snake back behind the shed. So 
caught that and brought it back to Lieutenant 
wn’s house and put it in a box.” 
Well, thank heaven they got it,” Gordon replied. 
Yow, that’s the reason Tm calling you. A milk snake 
cS a lot like a rattler if you don’t know much about 


don’t know a thing about them,” Gordon said. 
Neither do I, frankly, but Lieuten, 
ni snakes are kind of his hobb 


A Tattler, but the main difference is that they’re not poi- 
“Why yes, Mrs. Peterson, what can I do for you?” us.” 
“I just wondered, have you talked to your wife in the Hank heaven for that. And thank you very much for 


last half hour?” 1g Me know, Mrs, Peterson,” Gordon said, “T’'ll try to 


“Well, no, as a matter of fact I haven’t. Why? Has home a little early tonight to see the Patient,” he re- 
something happened to her?” he asked. d 


“I—uh—I really don’t know how to explain this, Mr, 
Brooks, except to come right out and tell you,” she began. 

“Fine, Mrs. Peterson, what is it?” 

“This afternoon, the children were playing out by the 
shed in the vacant lot,” she began again. 


wasn’t something wrong with Percy lidn’t need. I tried to get h 
then, but why was he being bothered 


your wife knows. She took Linda to the ho» | ‘es, thanks, Thanks 
Pital. You see, the kids thought at first that it was a rat: 

tlesnake, and that’s what they told Mrs. Brooks, so she 
Tushed Linda right away to the hospital. But when Jimmy 
came home and told me about it, I thought maybe some: 
body better do Something about that thing. And my neigh: 
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Went to the hospital to tell them What he knew. It cer- 
Y Couldn’t do any harm. He flipped the switch of his 
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phone to intercom and informed the receptionist he would 
be out the rest of the day. Then he made his way with 
broad strides to his car. 

Percy nervously checked her watch again. It had been 
more than half an hour since they arrived, and still thers 
was no doctor to examine Linda. Thank heaven for that 
nurse when they first arrived, she thought, wishing some 
one would hurry. 

“Mommy,” called Linda, becoming a bit glassy-eyed, 
“Mommy, my mouth feels all puffy. Can I have somé 
water, please?” 

“Sure, honey, sure you can” Percy replied, and went in 
search of it. When Percy returned with a paper cup filled 
with water, Linda’s eyes were closed. She seemed to bé 
dozing. Percy bent over her daughter to examine her moré 
closely. The breathing seemed to be forced and shallow, 
her face appeared to be developing great hives, swelling 
appeared about the eyes. Percy wondered why she hadn't 
noticed any of that before. It was very pronounced. Then 
it struck her that something must be wrong—horribly 
wrong—with Linda. The shot didn’t seem to have taken 
effect. How long was it going to take? 

Percy threw open the drapes and looked about thé 
space. She saw a doctor come from behind one of the 
other draped areas and she made a dash for him, grabbing 
him by the arm and pulling him along with her. 

“My daughter is dying,” she said. “You've got to help 
her. You've got to do something,” she pleaded. She didn't 
remember ever being so close to hysterics in her life. 

“Pm gure she'll be all right,” he answered. “I have a pw 
tient. I’m just setting a broken arm. Someone will be along 
to help you in a minute,” he assured her. 

il “No, they won't,” she answered fiercely. “We've been 
{hh here nearly thirty minutes and no one has come in but 4 
nurse. My daughter has been bitten by a rattlesnake, and 
she’s dying.” 

ih “Hasn't there been a doctor in to take a look at her?" 
he asked as he approached the bed. f 

“There was a nurse who brought us here and gave her & 
shot of anti-venom serum. She said there would be a dow | 
tor here as soon as possible, but no one has come. Look al 
her,” Percy insisted. 
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Ve’ve had a unusually busy afternoon,” he said apolo- 
tally. He leaned over the bed to take a look at Linda. 
ty watched his face intently. She detected a look of sur- 
before he hid it again under his professional manner. 
a was now sound asleep. A funny time to sleep like 
, thought Percy. 

he had the shot, you say?” 

es,” Percy replied. 

How long ago?” 

mcy wondered about the tautness in his manner. 
ht after we got here.” 

About half an hour ago, right?” 

res, that’s right,” Percy agreed. 

Did you see the snake that bit your daughter?” 

lo, of course, not. The children were playing in the 
when it happened.” 

id fg see it? Just who told you it was a rat- 


the children. One of the boys saw the snake. They 


hen you didn’t positively identify it as a rattlesnake?” 
0, but what difference does that make? She was bit- 
ight here on the ankle, see for yourself,” Percy lifted 
a’s ankle and the intern reached for it and examined 


ily. 

difference is that your daughter seems to be going 
k. I’m trying to find out why, so we'll know what 
pect—how to treat her.” 

why?” Percy asked, trying desperately to control 
elf. “Why should she go into shock?” 

‘said that’s what I’m trying to find out,” he answered. 
fercy turned her back to the suffering Linda and cov- 
| her face with her hands. Had it been her fault? 
tld she have tried to extract the venom by herself? 
ir God, it was too late for recriminations. Only let 
da live. Please let Linda live. 

meone gently touched her hands and drew them from 
ve, Like a miracle, when she looked up, she saw 
Jon standing there before her. She was so grateful to 
| him that she could do nothing but throw her arms 
him and cry. 


) 
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“It’s O.K., honey,” he told her soothingly. “How |i 
Linda?” 


“Oh, Gordon, I’m afraid, I’m afraid,” she replied. “She' 
gone into shock.” 

The intern brushed them to one side as he returned with! 
Dr. Webster. The two men whispered and nodded to each 
other as Gordon explained to Percy about the telephon 
call which brought him to the hospital. 

Dr. Webster turned to the girl’s parents and said, “| 
would be better for her and for us if you would wait out: 
side while we take care of your daughter.” 

“But—but can’t we stay with her? Will she be all Tight, 
Doctor?” Percy wanted to know. 

“Did your husband tell you what had happened?” Dr, 
Webster inquired. 

“Yes,” Percy replied. 

“Then you know that your daughter was given an injec 
tion of serum she didn’t need. That’s the cause of hej 
shock. She’s obviously having a violent reaction to it. Haj 
she received a shot for tetanus within the last year?” h¢ 
asked. 

“Yes, she and Bobby both had booster shots about 
month ago when they had their yearly checkups.” Percy 
informed him. 

“Then that’s the cause of it. If you wait outside, you 
can see her as soon as we've finished. I can’t tell you 
whether or not she'll be all right for a couple of days. II 
can be very serious. She'll be in intensive care for a while, 
but now she needs my attention. When I’ve finished, 1'l| 
come out and explain what I can to you,” he said. 

“But what happened?” Percy asked helplessly. 

“Til explain after I’ve taken care of your daughter,” Dr, 
Webster insisted. 

Gordon led Percy to the outer Toom, where Bobby sat, 
still waiting for them. She had forgotten about Bobby. 

“How is she, Mom?” Bobby asked anxiously. 

“It’s very serious, Bobby,” his father explained. “The 
doctor is doing what he can for her. He'll tell us about it) 
when he’s finished.” . 

Everytime someone came through the door to the innet : 
emergency care rooms, Percy, Gordon, and Bobby all 
leaned forward, hoping it would be Dr, Webster. At last, 
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pen ed the door and led them to a private corner of 


ou and your husband can see her, but I’m afraid 
80n is too young to be allowed in the intensive care,” 
Vebster apologized. 

lut how is she, Doctor?” Percy asked. 

fe really won’t know that for probably forty-eight 


“9 h 


@ Tesponded. “As we knew, she has gone into 
a rather deep shock.” 


lut what caused it?” 
loth the tetanous vaccin 


e and the anti-venom serum 


de from horse serum,” he said. “Your daughter is 
. an adverse reaction from the two 


of them in such a 


ime. You had no way to know it, of course, but your 
hter suffered from anaphylaxis 
‘that can develop after the introduction of an antigen 
¢ body tissues. When an anaphylactic state exists, 
ond dose of this same substance can cause a violent 
¢ reaction. Anaphylaxis results from the production 
@cific antibodies in the tissues; the violent reaction is 
Iced by the neutralization of antigens by antibodies 
y in the tissues.” 

N not sure I understand, but the real pity of it is that 
jall so unnecessary. It wasn’t a poisonous snake.” 

ire it was, Dad. We heard it rattle,” Bobby insisted, 

| milk snake will wiggle its body, and if it’s under dry 
} or something, it can sound a lot like a rattlesnake, 
§ not poisonous,” Dr. Webster explained, 

re you sure?” Bobby insisted. 

mmy’s next door neighbor Caught the snake this af- 


+ + » a hypersensitive 


and it was a milk snake, Bobby,” his father as- 


” Bobby remarked, shaking his head. “Geez.” 

on, Bobby, I'll take you home,” his father told 
imagine you'll want to stay here, won’t you, 
can come back as soon as Bobby’s settled for the 


lercy shook her head sadly, “I never once questioned 
She began, but realized that Bobby must feel as badly 
he did. “Bobby, we were both wrong, but we thought 


doing the best thing for Linda. Now, let’s pray 
be all right. I'd like to see her, if I can, Dr. 
279 


Webster.” She kissed her son on the cheek and watched 
him leave with his father. 

“Tl show you where she is,” Dr. Webster said. 

Percy was stunned at the sight of her daughter. Linda's 
face was so swollen and covered with giant hives all over, 
particularly around her eyes, that she could barely briny 
herself to realize it was Linda on the bed in front of her 
A needle in the child’s arm was connected to the in 
travenous tube and its accompanying bottle of glucose. I) 
Linda’s nose, there was a plastic tube which led to a tank 
marked “OXYGEN ... NO SMOKING.” Percy wii 
greatly pleased she had never taken up the habit. 

Looking at Linda, she realized that she had once looked 
like that—or worse—and the memory of that sight wai 
what frightened Gordon still, just as she was now 
frightened for her daughter. No wonder he didn’t eve) 
want her to leave. Oh, good heavens! She was supposed ti 
leave in the morning. Well that was now out of the ques 
tion. When Gordon returned, she would have him call ani 
explain to Sam and Claire. 

She made an effort to think of Damon and Eleni 
trapped back in the nineteenth century, but her mind wai 
too full of Linda to recall them clearly. She felt that sli 
was deserting them to whatever fate they must face. Bi 
there was nothing she could do—nothing—her daughtw 
might be dying, and she couldn’t tear herself away fro 
this helpless child who belonged to her. Linda wouldn't ly 
in this condition if Percy hadn’t made such a dread(i 
mistake. Tears began to slip down her cheeks . . . tears {ii 
her own helplessness . . . tears for her daughter. . . fi 
Damon ... and for Elena. This was the place where sli 

belonged, where she had to stay until Linda was out (/ 
danger. But still, she knew she was also needed in No 
York. Please God, don’t place such a burden on me. Pleas 
let someone else help them. 
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Chapter XVIII 


"Dr. Saundre is here, Dr. Friedrichson,” 
J » Dr. son,” announced Ber- 
. mores dang et ae “He prefers to wait until you’re tee 
{ make an appointment i 
Ho said the matter is nite, urgent.” aisle 
a cam oa cc eee, Friedrichson instructed his 
; - nt expecting him until this af; 
lt " perfectly all right now. Send him in.” ar cK aon 
He said for you to go right in, Dr. Saundre.” 
. corenk you, Saundre told her as he opened the door to 
© inner office. Stepping into the Toom, he recognized 
phen members of the staff with whom he had worked in 
; eat few weeks, He had hoped to be able to speak to 
Pot richson privately, but that was apparently, not to be. 
* didn’ t mean to interrupt your conference, Dr, 
Ca I'd be willing to wait until you’re free,” 
® - Se hap hie peng Ni in. We were just discussing 
me. i i 
you?” Friedrichson asked. a ey eee 


“T re &. 4 
a ‘beep aed to explain about Mrs. Brooks, sir. She’s 
"That’s perfectly all Tight. She’s not expe il thi 

1 cted unt 
Eeetncon, you said. Tm rather glad rain ace this ae 
ing, though. I believe you know everyone here—Dr, Sey- 
mour, Dr. Young, and Dr, Stirling. Would you be good 


ough to explain to them what you told me 

te 
ihout Dr. Aarons and Miss Blakely.” Friedricheon nar 
led an empty seat. “You may be seated if you prefer.” 
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Sam and Claire both nodded to indicate they under 
stood and were in agreement. 

“It would be best, I believe to start with Dr. Saundre’s 
explanation so my associates can draw their own conclu: 
sions about his statement,” Friedrichson instructed, “If ei- 
ther of you have anything to add to his statement, please 
wait until he’s finished.” 

“Yes, I understand,” Claire said. It all seemed very 
friendly so far, not nearly as awesome as she had feared, 
She began to relax a little. 


“T've only given these gentlemen a bare outline of 


your—uh—theory, Dr. Saundre, so I would like you to 
give them the same full explanation that you gave me yes: 
terday.” ; 

“Certainly. How far back would you like me to begin, 
Dr. Friedrichson?” Saundre asked. 

“Ummmm, well, why don’t you start at the beginning of 
all the disappearances, with Mrs. Browning,” he suggested. 

“I suppose that would be best, but since I wasn’t present 
to witness that particular happening, and since I’ve never 
met Dr. Aarons, it might be better if either Mr. or Mrs, 
White were to tell you,” Saundre said. “They were both 
with Mrs. Browning at the time she disappeared and then 
with Dr. Aarons when he disappeared.” 

“A very good point, Doctor,” Friedrichson accepted the 
suggestion. “Would either of you be good enough to 
describe what happened?” he asked, looking first at Claire 
and then at Sam. Claire shifted uneasily in her seat. 

“Til begin, if you like, Dr. Friedrichson,” Sam volun- 
teered. “You can supplement in case I forget anything,” ho 
said to Claire. She smiled and nodded, gratefully. 

“Well,” he began, surprised that actually telling these 
scientists what happened was a rather uncomfortable ex: 
perience. He was far more nervous than he thought he 
would be. “Well, Mrs, Browning’s husband, David, and | 
have been friends for years. He was coming to New York 
to take part in a conference here and wanted to bring his 
wife along to do some sightseeing. Her sister, who is Mrs 
Brooks, has always had some kind of ESP about Mrs, 
Browning and had just experienced a warning. I guess you 
might call it a vision, although Mrs. Brooks doesn’t favo1 
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that term for these experiences. Maybe premonition would 
be a better word. 

“Anyway, this premonition was that her sister, Angie, 
would disappear while she was somewhere on a dark street 
tlone in New York City. Mrs. Browning was supposed to 
Just vanish sometime when she was all by herself. 
Naturally, Mrs. Brooks didn’t want her sister to make the 
trip, but both Mr. and Mrs. Browning seemed to feel that 
If she were never allowed to be alone and never ventured 
onto a dark street or into a dark area, that she would be 
ull right. So, Mr. Browning called me and asked if my 
wife, Claire, would be able to keep Mrs. Browning com- 
pany while they were in New York and he was occupied 
with his meetings. At that time, they didn’t explain why, 
though. Claire was able to rearrange her schedule and was 
prepared to spend all her time with Angie Browning as a 
sort of companion and guide. That’s how we became in- 
Volved in this. We didn’t learn about the premonition of 
Mrs. Brooks until after the young woman actually disap- 
peared at Trinity Church cemetery. 

“Then Mr. Browning told us about it when we couldn’t 
find her anywhere in the area, and we called Dr. Aarons. 
We had known him quite well for several years, and we 
had become interested in supernatural events and para- 
hormal occurrences through him. He seemed like the 
logical person to consult.” 

The four men listened intently to Sam’s careful explana- 
tion. Occasionally, one of them would nod his head slowly 
to indicate that he understood. Sam didn’t think they were 
signaling that they agreed with everything he was trying to 
make clear. Once or twice one of them frowned slightly, 
More in concentration than disapproval, Sam hoped. 

“Please, go on, Mr. White,” Friedrichson encouraged, 

For over an hour Sam continued to reveal to them the 
phenomenal happenings of the past year. At times he 
paused in order to make certain that his details were accu- 
tate and as precise as he could recall and that they under- 
stood the relationship of one event to the others. Then, he 
proceeded again. When he came to the disappearance of 
Elena Blakely, all he could do was point out that Saundre 
had been the only one present when that occurred. 
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“Yes, I'm aware of that; Dr. or informed me of 
terday,” Friedrichson replied. 
Ef cece Mr. White was out of town and ible 
White was occupied at home,” Saundre said. ‘She declined 
our invitation to join us in our trip to the mansion. senna 
“Was there any particular reason for that, Mrs. i 
inquired. : 
a Ge ‘here were many details I had to finish on 
one of the portfolios I was ee she replied. 
ur nodded that he understood. : 
fe you tell us about the disappearance of Miss 
, Dr. Saundre,” suggested Young. Bee 
BE Lepteits as he could, Raymond outlined the su 
pearance of Elena and added to his exposition, the lates 
remonitions about Dr. Aarons. a 
E3 wien they were finished, Friedrichson turned to his as 
sociates and asked. “What is your opinion on first hearing, 
Vis ‘ 
evel.” began Seymour, taking a deep breath and - 
ing his head. “It’s a very impressive story, of course. hae 
believe it, accept it, then we must admit that — a 
been an unbelievable breakthrough made in rela ms : 
the time zone as we know it. It would give us truly 
ous prestige...” 
nae i Young, “if it is later proved to be a cos 
ication not at all true, we would have done irreparabk 
damage to our standing as an institute of serious study im 
the realm of parapsychology. We have to be very cau 
i ” . e 
eeeYou are both correct, of course,” Dr. Friedrichson ad- 
sr en you are,” interrupted Saundre. “But I'd aM 
to point out to you that it is also my reputation which is _ 
stake. If it is proved that this story is a fraud and a _ 
up for a more serious crime, as Dr. Friedrichson has 
suggested, consciously or unconsciously, then I will ydon a 
far worse position than any of you or even the “ : _ 
But I am so convinced of the truth of what I’ve told y 
illing to gamble my future on it. 
es ‘Dr. Smite I have to admit that you a have 
more at stake here than any of us,” Seymour admitted. 
“I would find it easier to accept if there were some way 
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to prove some small part of what you claim has happened, 

Dr. Saundre,” said Young. 

“If it would be any help, we'd be willing to submit to 
hypnosis,” Claire suggested. 

“I don’t believe that would really be of much value, 
Mrs. White,” Friedrichson explained. “You see, if you 
have also been duped, your subconscious will merely re- 
peat what you've already stated.” 

“Suppose we contact this hospital in South Carolina 
Where you say Mrs. Brooks was under care, what would 
they tell us was her condition?” Stirling wanted to know. 

“No one on the staff was told about the paranormal as- 
pects of her illness,” Sam replied. “They all believe it was 
A simple case of deep shock caused by the accident. The 
few strange things she said, they attribute to hallucinations 
Gaused by that shock and the heavy medication she was 
fiven for pain. We never told them of Mrs. Browning’s ex- 
perience. There was no reason to.” : 

KM , then it really comes down to the testimony 
of you three people and Mrs. Brooks—unless there was 
someone else with you when any of this happened,” Dr. 
Priedrichson suggested. 

“No, there has been no one else either informed of this 
Or on hand at the time any of it occurred except Mr. and 
Mrs. Browning, Mr. and Mrs. Brooks, Dr. Aarons and 
Miss Blakely. Mrs. Browning remembers nothing of her 
Xperience. There’s nothing she could tell you,” Sam ex- 
plained. 

“Then, really there’s nothing to verify your story except 
that the three of you agree about what’s happened,” re- 
marked Dr. Stirling. 

"Yes, that’s true,” replied Claire. 

“I did mention to Dr. Friedrichson that Miss Blakely 
Made tapes of conversations she had with Mrs. Brooks. I 
believe they would be in her office,” Saundre added. 

"That’s right, you did tell me about the tapes, Dr. Saun- 
dre,” Friedrichson stated. 

“I think listening to the tapes would have little re- 
leyance, Dr. Friedrichson,” remarked Young. “They would 


lindoubtedly be interesting, but they could easily be faked 


find, therefore, valueless,” 
"I suggest we wait until this Mrs. Brooks can be ques- 
287 


tioned,” Stirling said. “If she will agree to submit to 
series of tests, we might be able to come up with some 
concrete answers.” - 

“I agree,” said Young. “1d hate to make a decision on 
the basis of what we’ve been presented here.” ; 

“But you can’t wait,” objected Saundre. “You simply 
can’t put it off. It may be too late to save Dr. Aarons /f 
you do.” , ; 

“Pm aware that you feel pressed with the necessity to 
hurry, Dr. Saundre, but I’m afraid you haven’t yet con 
vinced us of the need for haste,” Friedrichson informed 
him. 

“But they are in some kind of trouble,” Saundre protest 


ed. e 2. om 

“Just exactly what kind of trouble is it, Dr. Saundre? 
asked Young. 

“T don’t know exactly. Mrs. Brooks thought her premo 
nition indicated that Dr. Aarons might be close to his 
death. Now that’s very serious.” Saundre was emphatic. 

“But you didn’t see that same occurrence?” Stirling in 
quired. 5 

Saundre shook his head. He hadn’t seen that. He had 
seen only a quarrel and separation. That was quite differ 
ent from a death. 

“Then we have no idea when it is to happen,” Young 
commented. “The young woman is an amateur you said, 
and never before experienced any premonition except 
concerning her sister.” 

“She’s not a professional psychic, no. But she’s ex 
tremely concerned for the welfare of Dr. Aarons. They 
had an unusual rapport in their brief acquaintance. She 
feels very close to him, and especially so after her experi 
ence with him as Theodosia Burr.” Claire’s response 
showed slight irritation to Young’s cynical manner. 

“TI didn’t mean to offend anyone, Mrs. White,” Young 
remarked. “I merely meant to point out that amateur 
were more likely to make mistakes than people who deal 
with psychic phenomena all their lives and actually work 
with it.” 

“Would it make a difference to you if I had seen it, Dr. 
Friedrichson?” Raymond asked. 


“I suppose it might, yes. We've tested your psychic pow- 
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# and find them quite remarkable, particularly in that 
area. You do some extraordinary things, you know, Dr. 
Naundre. In fact, that’s why I haven’t dismissed this theory 
wimmarily.” Friedrichson replied thoughtfully, leveling 
hilt gaze at Saundre. 

“Then I would like to go back in time to see if I can 
pick up the happening that Mrs. Brooks saw in an effort to 
place it in its relationship to Dr. Aarons’s position in time 
at the moment.” Saundre stood and calmly looked at the 
ithers around the table. 

“Can you do that, Dr. Saundre?” Young questioned. 

"I believe I can. And I can also find what is happening 
fo Dr. Aarons and to Elena Blakely.” 

“Do you mean you can do it here and now, Dr. Saun- 
ite?” Stirling asked. 

"Yes, he can do it, I think,” replied Seymour. “You 
ight not have read all the findings on Dr. Saundre that 
lave been compiled here in the last few weeks. I’ve been 
the principal examiner on his tests related to time travel. 
Now, don’t misunderstand. He does not physically travel 
through time, as it has been suggested Dr. Aarons and 
Miss Blakely have done. He actually separates his body 
ind spirit, and it is his spirit which is free to travel back 
Into time to witness whatever. he chooses.” 

“No, I haven’t yet seen the results of that testing, Dr. 
fleymour. I had heard a rumor that something like that 
Wis going on,” Stirling said. “But I didn’t know how far 
ilong the testing was. You're not talking about something 
jelated to reincarnation, are you?” 

“No, it has nothing to do with reincarnation,” Seymour 
tald. “It is also not the same as clairvoyance.” 

“Well, I'd certainly be very anxious to witness such an 
@xperience, Dr. Saundre,” replied Young. 

“But how can we be sure that he’s not just making up 
something to tell us in an effort to persuade us to his the- 
ory?” Stirling asked. 

“I’ve tested him under very controlled conditions,” Sey- 
nour asserted. “I would be willing to accept what he says 
is valid.” 

“Well, I'm afraid I wouldn’t,” Stirling stared flatly. “If 
ihere’s no way to make absolutely certain of what is going 
on in his mind, then it has no value to us.” 
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“TI object, Dr. Stirling, to your sly insinuation,” Seymowi 
shouted, pounding his fist on the table. 

“Come, come, gentlemen,” Friedrichson warned, “thi! 
conduct will solve nothing. I believe we have nothing to 
lose by allowing Dr. Saundre to go ahead with the exper! 
ment. You must understand, however, Dr. Saundre thu 
we may not consider it conclusive evidence.” 

“I feel that it would be better for me to try than to 
make no effort at all,” Saundre replied. 

“I believe it may have some value, Dr. Friedrichson," 
asserted Seymour. “Naturally, you will have to judge foi 
yourself, but at least, you will find the process fascinatins, 
if not helpful, Dr. Stirling. It will not be a waste of you 
time.” 

“I'm perfectly willing to witness the experiment, but | 
don’t believe we should make a commitment to accept thiv 
theory of bodily transfer through time based on such 
speculative research process as this. Please, don’t shout i 
me again.” Dr. Stirling made the admonition seeing tho 
anger in Dr. Seymour’s face. “I don’t mean to imply that 
any of you would deliberately lie about this. It’s only that 
it would be very simple to dissemble under circumstances 
such as these. Even you must admit that.” 

“Then, I have one more obligation,” replied Seymour 
“That is if Dr. Saundre is willing to try an experiment 
that’s new to him. It may help expedite this whole matter 
and place added value to Dr. Saundre’s efforts.” 

“If it’s something that I can do, Dr. Seymour, of course, 
I agree,” Saundre replied. 

“Dr. Friedrichson, will you allow me the leeway to try 
something here?” Seymour asked. “I assure you it could be 
just the connection that we need.” 

“If you believe that strongly, then I have no objection at 
all, Dr. Seymour.” 

Claire felt she was sitting on the edge of her seat. She 
couldn’t imagine what was about to take place, but she 
crossed her fingers and held them in her lap. 

“What is it you have in mind?” Young inquired. 

“Are you aware that I've been working with another 
psychic, a Mr. Perkins?” 

“Yes, I’m familiar with the experiments of Mr, 
Perkins,” Friedrichson said. 
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“His testing has been very satisfactory,” 
esti : ry,” Seymour re- 
Marked. “It’s such a unique ability that I’ve never tried it 
oh anyone but Mr. Perkins. But if we are successful, it 
ould be a great aid, Provided, of course, that Dr. Saundre 
4g to be a good subject.” 
on’t really follow what you have in mind, D S 
ne Friedrichson replied. venee 
, we could succeed in bringing off this techni hil 
Dr. Saundre’s mind is back in time, we tae faa 
. woul 
erga uld have just 


the prospect for a minute, mul- 
ghly. At first, he nodded s] 


+e ae asked, 
Mrs. Holley has done all of that,” Se our replied. 

"Dr. Saundre, will you please have Rethtes eds Mrs. 
olley and bring her here with her equipment,” directed 
» Friedrichson. “She’s to leave whatever she’s doing and 
some as soon as possible.” Then he turned back to the 
ther puzzled associates and explained, “Doctor—and you, 
if this works, I believe we have 
ely and even without Mrs. 

ere is in this story.” 
the edge of her seat, and as 

guessed he was, too. 
“Dr. Sey- 
why don’t you 
to attempt? It 


how 
Volvi 


 hothing 


ley and 


timera.” Seymour 
Of this take effect, 


Claire felt her mouth fall open, but she succeeded in sti- 


| Ming a gasp. She scrunched herself back deep into her seat 


ind listened in awe. Doctors Young and Stirlin 
ve. g both wore 
frowns. She decided that they probably doubted every- 
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thing. Sam’s face was expressionless, but his eyes betrayed 
his interest. 

Seymour picked up his explanation again. “Some of the 
pictures we’ve taken are amazingly clear and easily iden- 
tifiable. I feel that if we are able to photograph what Dr. 
Saundre sees when he goes back into time, it will be proof 
enough that Elena Blakely and Damon Aarons are there. 
Provided, of course, that he is able to project his thoughts 
onto the film.” 

“It’s something I’ve never attempted,” Saundre said. 
“You realize that, Dr. Seymour?” Saundre had returned in 
time to hear the explanation of what was planned for him. 
“Tust what is it you want me to do?” * ‘ 

“I want you to proceed as you normally would, but 
think about projecting your thoughts onto the film of the 
camera which will be aimed at your forehead. Mrs. Holley 
will photograph your thoughts. You should be standing 
against a blank wall, so there’s nothing extraneous in the 
picture. Would you come over here, please?” 

Seymour positioned Saundre against the one area of 
bare wall in the office and stepped back. “There, that’ll be 
just fine. I would like to close the drapes, Dr. Friedrich- 
Son, so there are no reflections or shadows cast.” 

“Yes, of course,” Friedrichson replied as Seymour 
reached behind the drapery, fumbling to find the pull. 

“That’s much better,” Seymour decided, stepping back 
to view Saundre again. “I think that’s fine, but we'll ask 
Mrs. Holley when she arrives. And remember, Dr. Saun- 
dre, concentrate on projecting your thoughts to the film. 
That’s most important.” 

“But you still want me to describe to you what I’m wit- 
nessing, don’t you?” he asked. 

“Oh yes. Most assuredly we do. And in that way, we'll 
be able to compare it with whatever pictures might turn 
out,” Friedrichson asserted. 

“Provided there are any,” added Stirling with a slightly 
wry smile. 

“What kind of camera are you using, Dr. Seymour?” 
Young asked. 

“You'll have to ask Mrs. Holley. They’re very technical, 
and she’s the expert,” he replied. 

“I just wondered if you might be using a Polaroid, so 
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that we'll be able to tell immediately whether or not the 
experiment is successful.” 

“No, I don’t believe we'll try the Polaroid, although it 
would be nice to know right away, I admit. But we've 
found that there’s a hazy quality to the pictures when we 
use a Polaroid.” ; 

As if on cue, Mrs. Holley entered the room at that mo- 
ment, followed by Bernice, who carried a tripod and an 
extra camera. 

“I came as soon as I could, Dr. Friedrichson,” she ex- 
plained, as she entered the room and began busying her- 
self with the process of setting up her equipment. Then, 
looking at the cameras she brought, she added, “I hope I 
have everything you need. I brought the cameras that were 
Most successful in the experiments with Mr. Perkins.” 

Dr. Seymour stepped forward to offer some assistance. 
"It’s going to be slightly different from the experiments 
We've been doing on Mrs. Perkins,” he said: 

“Thank you very much, Bernice,” Friedrichson said. “If 
Wwe need anything further, Pll let you know. And I don’t 
want the conference disturbed for any reason. I won’t take 
any calls or see anyone unless’ the building is burning 
down around us.” He smiled as he gave her instructions. 

“Yes, sir,” she replied, and started for the door, though 
she would much prefer to stay and see what was going on. 

As soon as the door was tightly closed again, Seymour 
resumed, “Now, Mrs. Holley, the major difference is that 
Dr. Saundre is going to allow his mind to travel back into 
the past to witness a scene there. Then he will attempt to 
Project what he sees onto the film. And you are to try to 
photograph his thoughts. If they turn out in the same way 
that Mr. Perkins’ did, and they are the scene he is 
describing, then we have proof that he has found—found 
something very important.” 

“I understand,” Mrs. Holley replied. With a smile at 
Saundre, she said, “I wasn’t aware that you could project 
your thoughts on film, Dr. Saundre. At least, I’ve never 
been called on to photograph you in this way.” 

“It’s something I’ve never tried, Mrs. Holley,” he admit- 
ted. “The process is new to me, so I’m depending on you 
to help me succeed.” 

“Oh,” she remarked in surprise. She wasn’t aware of 
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just what was involved, but she could sense that she was 
not about to be informed. It was apparently important or 
it wouldn’t be taking place in Friedrichson’s office, though. 
That much she didn’t have to be told. 

“Let me explain to you how we're going to do the ac- 
tual photography, Dr. Saundre,” she said to him. 

Saundre watched with interest as she withdrew from 2 
pouch a large roll of unexposed film, still sealed in its 
packet. Very carefully, she tore open the covering and 
shook out the roll. She then proceeded to load the camera 
on the tripod with the new film. Then from another enve- 
lope, she took a sheet of plain white paper the size of an 
index card. Looking around, she said, “Uh, I believe we'll 
need a third person to help us with this, Dr. Seymour,” 
she said. : 

Dr. Seymour looked at the group, and his eyes fell on 
Claire. “Would you mind, Mrs. White?” he asked. 

“Oh no,” she replied, her voice hardly more than a 
squeak. She cleared her throat and tried again. “No, of 
course, I’d be glad to help,” she answered as she crossed 
the room to stand beside Mrs. Holley. “Where would you 
like me?” 

“Right here,” replied Mrs. Holley, placing Claire 
directly beside the camera. 

Claire moved into position and Mrs. Holley gave her 
the blank sheet of paper to hold. “Now, I want you to 
hold this sheet of paper over the lens of the camera, and 
Dr. Saundre, I'd like you to stand right here, about six or 
eight inches from the camera. I want the center of your 
forehead—say from your nose up right directly in front of 
the lens. So let’s get that position just right, and then we'll 
cover with the paper.” Mrs. Holley continued to place ev- 
eryone into carefully selected positions as she spoke. “Oh, 
that’s good. That’s very good. Right there, Dr. Saundre.” 
“Now, uh...” 

“Claire,” Claire prompted. 

“Yes, thank you. Now, Claire, hold the paper very se- 
curely over the lens so that we close out all extraneous 
light and so that nothing of the room will show on the film 
by accident. That way, we're sure that whatever’s on the 
film came from Dr. Saundre’s mind.” Finally satisfied, 
Mrs. Holley turned to Friedrichson and asked, “Would 
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“you like me to shoot at random, or would i i 
r : you like to give 
m e some kind of cue about when you want a picture?” : 
I think it would be best if she were to use her own 
ection. offered Seymour. 
en, by all means, that’s the way we'll do it.” Fri 
. 5 i ied- 
“fichson thought that seemed most logical. He wanted to 
take no chances with spoiling the attempt. 
os Be, no en no conversation until every- 
th is finished,” Seymour added. “We don’ 
a Sis ; e don’t want any 
“J wouldn’t try to spoil it deliberately, D: " 
Sting informed him. se dpe 
y ite honestly, I hope it turns out as 
I : you expect, Dr. 
8 ymour,’ offered Young. “Tt could be most exciting,” 
| “Before you begin, Dr. Seymour, just one minute,” in- 
te pted Friedrichson. “Mrs. Holley, I must caution you 
hot to discuss what you hear in this room with anyone. 
A nd no one—positively, no one—is to be allowed to see 
; ee Decree or the negatives. You are to develop them 
ag y as you can and bring them directly back to my 
ly Aragitegl she replied. 
on’t allow anything or an i 
: OW 2 yone to disturb - 
lain you,” Friedrichson emphasized. gear bet 
4 - cope nodded in agreement. 
Ty on’t mean to sound dictatorial, but it is vitally i 
. . im= 
rtant that this be kept secret for the time being. jane 
, may be able to talk about it, but until you’re given 
t ee ah mon you must not mention anything about 
aie le ee room. This time, his gaze included everyone 
9 . ‘ound him, all of whom nodded their understanding 
Be arrangement. Mrs. Holley turned her attention 
9 a ncroee Pegi: and an edge of tension began 
} e ss the room as everyone waited for th 
oc to begin. Claire couldn’t decide whether it on 
. g of excitement or worry or anticipation. But the 
: seemed unusually still, and she was aware that her 
Bist ali damp. Inwardly, she swore at herself. She 
oe eep calm because whatever it was they were going 
{ od on film, she didn’t want to spoil it by moving that 
i ute slip of paper accidentally. 
: ‘Are you ready, Mrs. Holley?” asked Friedrichson. 
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q 


of-factly, Claire 


i i tter- 
“Yes sir,” she replied, a little too ma 


begin whenever you're ready, Dr. Saun- 
dre,” said Friedrichson. — 
“May I ask one questio 


n first, Dr. Friedrichson?” Stir- 


ling interrupted. 
fae they’re not able to Lovaas Be ent 
i onsider 
thoughts. Have you given © 
wep Wl “J don’t intend 


iedri replied. 
seen ‘his matter.” Claire was 


to go beyond one step at a time 10 “All right, Saun- 


so delighted, she could have hugged him. 
gets ee and the room grew 
had been only mo- 
Claire noted. Not even the sound of breath- 


leaned over 
at Raymond’ . 


ightly as he concentrated. . 
re Y jowly and very quietly, “I 
ck—back—” Then he atoppes Cea 

long interval. 
et ee Stensich. I can see the 
to be anyone here. | 
e not about. There 
e grounds outside, but | 


spoke 
house 


his voice was 
stables. I believe they 
I will try to see if J 
I am traveling with 


d of me. 'm not certain 
be that I can lo- 


it again. 


followed a long 


pause during which Raymond said nothing. Stirling shifted 
slightly in his seat. The experiment seemed to be gaining 
them nothing. Suddenly, Raymond picked up the narrative 
“There are two men of about thirty or forty years 
’ of age ... and three who appear to be no more than 
twenty, if that. I believe they are clerks... But I’m unable 
to find Colonel Burr. He isn’t here. The others are talking 
now about ... a court case ... Colonel Burr is trying a 
case . . . 00, it’s a preliminary hearing of a case... but it 
has taken him to court this morning. I will see if I can lo- 
cate the court. I'll try to find him there.” 

Once more Saundre fell silent for several minutes, much 
‘longer than at any time before. The others in the room 
_ were puzzled by the length of the pause, unable to tell 
whether he was having difficulty locating Burr or whether 
he was in the process of returning His face wore no re- 
yealing expression. He seemed to be relaxed, silent, wait- 
" ing. The waiting became endless, and Stirling grew restless. 

He looked at Friedrichson to see if he intended to put 
) a stop to the experiment. It was obvious to Stirling how 
i pointless the whole thing was. But Friedrichson gave no 

‘sign of doing anything to disrupt Saundre’s thoughts. 
) He was willing to wait as long as was necessary for Saun- 
» dre to finish of his own accord. The project had revealed 

nothing of special interest, but Friedrichson felt he owed 

Saundre the courtesy of making his effort without inter- 
» ruption. 

Young glanced uneasily at Stirling. He, too, was 

; growing restless, but he was also willing to give the man 
" whatever time he needed, as long as it was not allowed to 

drag on indefinitely. These things could not be directed, he 
well understood that, but Saundre seemed to have come to 

a standstill. Only Seymour was completely absorbed in 

Waiting for Saundre to continue. Sam White’s face was im- 

perturbable. He was concentrating, yes, but without the 

anxiety that Seymour or Friedrichson appeared to share. 

’ Mrs. White still wore her look of anticipation, Stirling no- 

ticed and wondered why? 

Was it possible that this was all a trick after all and she 
| was in on it? This display of Saundre’s ... was that a trick 
that had been set up with the Whites in advance? Could 
| that be the answer? But surely, if it was that, then the 
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presence of Mrs. Holley would concern Mrs. White. They 
must realize there would be no pictures of Saundre’s mind 
... unless Mrs. Holley was part of the plot as well. Then 
Stirling remembered that Mrs. Holley had been brought in 
at the suggestion of Seymour. There was no way they 
could have anticipated that possibility ... So... what 
was the answer? What? 

Saundre’s voice broke through his thoughts. 

“I can now see Colonel Burr. He is standing in the front 
of the courtroom. Madame Burr is seated at a table beside 
a man I believe is her lawyer. He a younger man than 
Burr, perhaps in his early forties. Colonel Burr has grown 
quite aged and rather infirm. He is arguing before the 
court, making charges against his wife . . . against 
Madame Burr ... On the table in front of the judge rests 
a paper... it is a bill of complaint ... Madame Burr has 
filed in the Court of Chancery, asking that the marriage be 
ended, that she be granted a divorce . .. the bill of com- 
plaint charges that Burr had committed matrimonial offen- 
ses at divers times with divers females, and specifically at 
Jersey City with one Jane McManus; that he had aban- 
doned the house, converse, and society of his wife, and 
that the ‘actings and doings of the said Aaron Burr are 
contrary to the duties he owes to your oratrix.’ . . . She is 
suing for divorce . .. on the twelfth of July she sued for 
absolute divorce .. . now he is accusing her of misconduct 
herself ‘with one or more person or persons’. . . he is 
reading from his countersuit . .. behaved to him in a man- 

- ner most undutiful, disobedient and insulting ... at a time 
when he was in a very low state of health .. . in the month 
of October or November, 1833’... and that he left her 
house in consequence of the violent and ferocious temper 
of the same complainant and her abusive and insulting 
conduct toward him.’ 

“Madame is extremely angry over his 
accusations . . . There are very bitter words passing be- 
tween them ... She is being calmed and soothed by her 
lawyer... he is Alexander .. . she is speaking to him in 
a more subdued voice . . . Alexander Hamilton, Jr., she 
has just spoken his name . . . Now it is being announced 
that the case is to be taken under advisement . . . sub- 
stantiating material has been asked for... it is to be 
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| minutes with no one 


‘long do you think it will take before 


’ turn. She be 


main here,” Friedrichson said. ‘Til 
and give her a hand.” He ope 
ore ei his secretary. “Bernice 
olley back to her dark room?” The he sai 
Tey, “You're not even to discu eh doe 
She doesn’t know anything ab 


Aaserypesi within six months + « - NO decision will be ren- 
or some time, it seems . . . Madame Burr is still 


Saundre’s voice was beginning to pro 
sane He said nothing more tut sion an th oe 
” - 7 ne breathing regularly, deeper and deeper. As 

Ss ers watched, he drew his hands from his pockets 
pd opened his eyes, looked about the room to orient him- 
self to his surroun on ee he had done this for a few 

1 aring to speak, he turned to M 

Holley and said, “Were yo 0 
you think you got some oe IR deerigaar 


She smiled at him and nodded her head. She had 


} worked steadily during all the while, but she was so 


amazed by what he claimed to be seeing, i 
: : a , t 

se en the pictures should be his first eniaseens a 
es,” she replied. “I took a whole Toll . . . now let’s 


’ hope we did a good job of it.” 


“Yes, let’s hope so,” he replied. 
Please develop those right away, Mrs. Holley. How 


ate we can have them 


“It usually takes an hour b i 
é ally y the time they’re dry,” 
“Rush it if you can. We're very rida to se what we 


» have on film,” Friedrichson told her. 


‘Tll do what I can to hurry them,” she told him, in re- 


the tripod. gan to gather up her equipment, folding up 


“Tll be glad to help you carry those things back, Mrs. 


; , S > 


“No, Mr. White. I prefer that everyone who is here re- 


Bernice come in 
pressed the intercom button and 
will you please help Mrs. 


ss this with my secreta 
fe out this. The fewer Sot 
9 


who know about this case, the better it will be for those 
ee veins Dr. Friedrichson. 1 won't let anyone 
else near the negatives, and I won’t talk about it with any- 
one, either. You needn’t worry.” 

“Good,” replied Friedrichson. os 

Bernice entered the room and left it in silence. No one 
spoke the entire time. If she thought it odd, she made no 
comment on it. 

; Friedrichson explained that he felt it would be contrary 
to the purpose of the experiment to allow any of the group 
to leave his office, and while they were waiting for Mrs. 
Holley to return with the results of her participation, they 
could do whatever they wished within those limitations. It 
was the only way they could all be assured that no one 
tampered with either the negatives or the final pictures. 
Since Mrs. Holley was not aware of the relationship to Dr. 
Aarons and Aaron Burr or of Elena Blakely and Madame 
Burr, and since Saundre had not used the names of either 
of the missing persons, she would not be able to doctor the 
photos herself. That is, unless there were impressions on 
the negatives themselves, there would be no pictures. 

Tt was an agonizing hour for everyone in the room. It 
suddenly felt small and confining. There was little to dis- 
cuss that had not already been covered. No decisions 
would be made until the results of the photographs were 
studied. Everyone of the occupants was restless, nervous, 
apprehensive—and by the end of half an hour, bored. 

They all snapped to attention as Bernice buzzed Fried- 
richson to announce that Mrs. Holley had returned. ; 

“Very good,” said ee “send her in immedi- 

ely. We’re waiting for her.” 

. He rose and oe the room briskly to meet Mrs. Hol- 
ley at the door. In her hands she carried the newly de- 
veloped pictures, and on her face was a slightly puzzled 

ression. ie 
oe eMay I have them, Mrs. Holley,” requested Friedrich- 
son. | 

She handed him the pictures without a comment. Dr. 
Friedrichson began to look through the first one or two, 
then noticing that Mrs. Holley was apparently waiting for 
some explanation, he said to her. “Thank you very much, 
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Mrs. Holley. These will be satisfactory for our needs. We 
do appreciate having you rush them through.” 

Mrs. Holley could tell she was being asked to leave, but 
her curiosity had been so aroused by what she had de- 
veloped on the negatives that she hesitated, hoping if she . 
resisted, Friedrichson would feel obligated to offer at least 
a cursory explanation. 

Again Friedrichson said, “Thank you, Mrs. Holley. I 
would like you to bring me the negatives in a separate en- 
velope. No one is to know of this until I give express per- 
mission. But you’ve been an invaluable part of a top-secret 


_ project. You may be very proud of your work.” 


Unfortunately, that was the most she was going to get 
from Friedrichson; but at least, she had the satisfaction of 
knowing it was top-secret, which meant only very few oth- 


«ers knew more about it than she did. 


“Thank you, sir,” she replied, still wondering about the 
ory behind the curious pictures she had just handed 
to him. 

Friedrichson hesitated long enough to allow her to leave 
the office and close the door behind her; then he resumed 
his seat and removed the pictures carefully from their pro- 


| tective folder. One by one he spread them before him on 


the table, laying them in sequence as they came from the 


_ container. Eagerly the several people in the room rose to 
_ bend over the photos and see what could be learned. Saun- 
_ dre’s face was grim, and Claire held her breath. When 
' they were all laid out before them, Friedrichson reached 
/ out to remove one of the photos from the middle of the 
arrangement. It was the clear reproduction of a man. He 


Studied the face earnestly. 

“My God,” was all Sam could think of to say. 

“It’s fantastic,” exploded Claire, so thrilled that she 
jumped for joy, throwing her hands to the ceiling. 

“Yes, it’s certainly remarkable; they look like ordinary 
photographs,” Young admitted. Then he shook his head in 
amazement and repeated, “It’s remarkable!” 

“I find it so hard to believe,” commented Sam. “How 


» could such a thing be possible!” 


“Dr. Saundre’s mind and powers are extremely well at- 


"tuned to such accomplishments. I was hopeful for good 
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. id 
results, but these exceed my expectations,” Seymour sai 
i f satisfaction. F a 
yee sae an accomplishment,” a Ree 
“T’ve never encountered anything quite like it. Bu wher 
must be careful not to be steamrollered into a regr 
ision.” sa1% 99 
a a what does that mean, Dr. Stirling?” Seymour 
red. 
oNHoW do we know this is not actually Aaron Burr, not 
. Aarons?” he returned. ; os 
par very good point, Dr. Stirling,” agreed greets 
Without bothering to engage in a futile dispute, < — 
for the intercom button and instructed ‘aes — oi ov 
i i e s 
nice, will you bring me the ee sedi . 
i g them in 
Aarons and Miss Blakely, please, and 5 seeped 
his attention to the group 
soon as you can.” He turned i ee 
ts as he select 
more. They all resumed their seats 2 
skertrapish: which he weg e" Sy aga eo. ‘cia 
ery clearly,” he said, “the firs 
facni a particular interest—a country scene cen ghee 
white house; but then, we oe pth aig etal 
me that it was about the tim . , : 
teached the court proceedings. Se tan man 
there is a woman, a very distinct pho ae 
Burr that Dr. Saundre menti 
We ae ae both photos from his lap 
d, in this one,” he held up bo p 
for the others to examine, ‘ here you see a a is 
elderly, slightly balding man, see is a Late ph ess 
Burr. If you scrutinize the two aces, I 
poeta reseaiblaaice to Miss Blakely and Dr. ap eae ‘6s 
“But how do we know that those two people (1 oS 
tually bear a resemblance to Miss Blakely an ; 
” Stirling suggested. . 
ena * ne y hie to know that absolutely, but I — 
we can make a reasonable judgment based on these are ‘3 
graphs, Doctor,” replied Friedrichson. “You see, ‘ 
much...” . . 
ae ee moment Bernice (re = the ihe ie 
i Friedrichson 
large folders in her hands. | ang a 
from her. Bernice waited, as he r 
aaron to identify the pictures spread before the group, 


but they were a little too far away and obscured by the 
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people seated between her and the table. Looking up to 
find her still in the room, Dr. Friedrichson nodded in her 
direction. “That will be all for now, Bernice, thank you. 
Please see that we're not interrupted. This is most impor- 
tant.” 

“Yes sir,” she replied as she left the room, giving a 
small grimace of disappointment. 

Friedrichson opened the first folder and searched 
| through it until he found a large photo of Elena Blakely, 

then he did the same with the second folder and pulled 

from it a large photo of Dr. Aarons. These he placed in 

the middle of the table for the group to study. 

Claire wanted to shout, but instead she left her seat and 

| Went to Sam to share a hug of delight. “They did it, dar- 

ling. They really did it.” 
| “It looks that way, dear,” Sam agreed. 

Friedrichson began again: “In the photos of the man 

and the woman in the courtroom, look at the strong physi- 
| fal resemblance to both Dr. Aarons and Miss Blakely.” 
| Sam could detect amazement in Friedrichson’s voice. 
" “Look carefully at her eyes, her hair, the shape of her 
face, her figure. I would be inclined to think it was more 
“than coincidence,” Friedrichson admitted. “And there are 
80 many features in the photo of Aaron Burr that are 
) strikingly like this one of Dr. Aarons, that it certainly 
pens up the possibility that what Dr. Saundre has told us 
fs true—that both Miss Blakely and Dr. Aarons have been 
"able to physically transport themselves back into another 
‘Century and are still there living as other people. In the 
face of this evidence, I believe we are forced to consider 
jj it.” 

Seymour turned to Saundre with a look of pride. “Con- 
gtatulations, Dr. Saundre. You have done a spectacular 
Job. I only wish we could prolong your stay and work with 
you in this new area.” , 

“That’s out of the question, I’m afraid, Dr. Seymour. I 
haven’t been able to cajole the organization into allowing 
him to remain even one extra day,” revealed Friedrichson. 

Saundre held one of the photos in his hands. “T wasn’t 
)@ure I could do it, you know. But if they have convinced 


you, Dr. Friedrichson, then I’m happy I tried. It is rather 


303 


amazing, when you think of what it means ... photo- 
i e past.” 
pa eimpoe 4 did a tremendous job, Raymond. You really 
did,” Sam said as he stood to shake his hand. ae 
reached up to embrace ae - planted a resounding kiss 
i grinning with pleasure. ‘ 
OF ttecate el ioe it’s done, and I really don’t 
care,” Claire told him. “It just sort of makes all the other 
psychic accomplishments I know about seem rather pale in 
eorYour friend Dr. Aarons did a fairly fantastic trick 
himself, it seems, Mrs. White. I would never have thought 
that was possible, either,” Young reminded her. ; 

“Yes, that was a remarkable accomplishment on his part 
and on Miss Blakely’s as well,” Saundre said. 

“Yes, all those people who cry that there are no more 
worlds to conquer, have never considered the unexplored 
regions within our own minds,” remarked Friedrichson. : 

“If you are now convinced that what I’ve told you is 
true, please let me implore you to work for the return of 
Dr. Aarons and Miss Blakely without delay,” suggested 
Seem willing to admit that your statement is true, Doc- 
tor, but there’s nothing we can do without first studying 
and making preparations; We can’t avoid delay,” Fried- 
richson said. “We simply have no idea what to do.” 

“But we can’t wait. Mr. and Mrs. White and I have 
read about the life of Aaron Burr. If he and Eliza are now 
in the process of divorcing, that means Burr has very 
little time left to live. He has only one year. We know the 
divorce was granted to her at the end of a year and that 
Colonel Burr died only hours after receiving the news the 
divorce had been granted. That means we must proceed 
immediately. His time is running out even while we’re 
here discussing it.” Saundre pleaded. 

“But we have a whole year, Dr. Saundre. There can’t be 
such a great hurry about this,” protested Stirling. 

“Unfortunately, time doesn’t seem to pass at the same 
rate of speed as we know it. It’s no way comparable at 
ali,” Sam pointed out. “In the past, in the lives they're liv- 
ing, it is greatly accelerated, as related to the passage of 
time in our lives.” 
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“But, still, we're not prepared,” argued Young. “We 

"have no idea how to go about anything.” 

“If you’re willing to be guided by us, I think we can 

"help you,” offered Saundre. 

“Yes, we can,” added Claire. 
“My dear Mrs. White, I understand that you must be 
anxious to help, but we’ve spent our lives dealing with the 
ee normal experiences.” Stirling said, amused at the sug- 
gestion that two novices, even with the help of Saundre, 

Could tell them how to go about the business that was 
their lives. “I daresay that there is little you can do that 
We haven’t thought of even in the short space that we’ve 

) been sitting here.” 

) “Tm not trying to tell you that I know more than you 
do about anything, Dr. Stirling, but my husband and I 
have witnessed all the incredible happenings involved in 

particular case,” Claire argued. “In that, we’ve had a 

) bit more exposure than any of you here. We were with Dr. 

"Aarons when he disappeared, and we were with Miss 

"Blakely at the time she helped Mrs. Brooks return. We 

‘didn’t actually take part in that return, but she explained 

in great detail what had happened. That’s why I feel that 

ywe might be able to suggest a method you could experi- 

“ment with. True, it might not work, but it would be a be- 
‘ginning.” 

» “Since you have no other plan at the moment, it could 
hardly do any harm to allow us to work with you,” Sam 
Offered. 
| “Often it’s the simplest solution that’s overlooked, Dr, 
/Friedrichson,” suggested Seymour. “And since time does 
em to be critical, I suggest that we, at least, make an at- 
tempt now, that we follow Mr. and Mrs. White’s sugges- 

‘tions, if they seem feasible.” 
| “I agree with Dr. Seymour,” said Saundre. “It may 

pre to be far less complicated and difficult than you 

; agine. I was with Miss Blakely when she disappeared, 

and I saw the incredible simplicity with which it was ac- 

"Somplished. If you're willing to allow us, I think we 

"should proceed without delay. There is one other point I 

failed to mention previously. Sometime between the di- 

HYorce hearing and the time it was granted, Aaron Burr 

peuifered another stroke, which left him partially paralyzed 
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in this century. Raymond closed his own eyes and began 
to relax as he continued: 

“Everyone, concentrate your thoughts on both Eléna 
Blakely and Damon Aarons. Try to envision them in the 
nineteenth century. Picture them there in another time. 
Focus on the images of those two people. They become 
clearer, ever clearer. See their faces in sharp detail... 
now very slowly . . . very slowly ... begin to move them 
+++ move them through time and through space. into tho 
present until they are here in this room. Think of nothing 
else but those two people and their return, Don’t allow 
your mind to waver. Don’t allow yourself to be distracted 
by anything. Only... only move them very carefully from 
the past to the present. The force of the thoughts of all of 
us combined should be a pull, a magnet for them. Tho 
thoughts’ energy will reach them, and they can lean on 
that extra pull to travel back to us, to now ... to their 
true lives.” 

Stirling sat with his head buried in both hands. Young 
pressed his index fingers against his temples. Friedrichson 
sat with the fingertips of his right hand pressed against his 
forehead. Each, in his own Way, was deep in concentra 
tion. Saundre preferred to remain standing, his head 
thrown back, his body limp, his eyes cloged. He tried to 
recall Elena as she disappeared around the corner of tho 
Jumel Mansion, and he tried to include in another cornet 
of his thoughts Damon Aarons somewhere in the area of 
lower Manhattan in what was New York City in the past 
century. The room was still as the thoughts of each indi: 
vidual struggled to move through time to converge again 
in the past, to seek out, to reach out to two personalities 
stranded in a time, in a life not their own. The rhythmic 
pulse-like breathing continued to send its signal toward the 
two stranded people in another time. 


«! 


~ Burr 


Chapter XIX 


cannot believe that you have never dined at the restau- 


"fant of Delmonico’s, Aaron. I simply cannot believe that,” 


tthew Davis exploded. “How can it come to pass that a 
Ow with refined taste such as yours, who wined and 
ed in Europe at the tables of titled gentlemen—or 
ld I say at the tables of gentlewomen—ech?” Davis 
ged his friend and gave him a knowing wink. “But 


? you're a man of discrimination; you enjoy the best of food 


@nd a truly fine wine when you dine—albeit, I must admit 
that you've restrained your appetite to a remarkable de- 
.. in the last few years. Still, I find it difficult to realize 
; you Would not find some occasion to reward yourself 
‘With a trip to the restaurant of the Delmonico brothers,” 

“Perhaps, Matt, I have merely lacked the proper oppor- 
tunity, or the need, or the desire to experiment,” suggested 


. “My diet has changed as I’ve advanced with years. I 
have been able to eliminate many of the things which in 
er days I felt to be the necessities of life, and now 

@ hangs about me like gray moss on one of the trees in 
South Carolina and I have come to realize that such things 


Were not essential to my life after all but were merely the 
'Whims of fancy. Good company—that’s essential, Mat- 


tts 


thew. The soul hungers for comradeship, and one can 
@arcely survive without true and loyal friends, but without 
Tich food and rare wines, I find that my life continues in 
daily humdrum course unperturbed.” 

*“Abhbbh, but one must not sacrifice unduly. The soul, as 
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well as the body must be refreshed, and if both can be ac 
complished at once, so much the better. To dine at Del 

monico’s is diverting and thoroughly satisfying. Indeed, I 
find it most agreeable. And, I must tell you that since they 
have added the services of their young nephews, one is no 
longer inconvenienced by a disagreeable wait for the food 
to be served. Come, come now, Aaron. I insist upon. hav 

ing your company to dine. It shall be my delight to intro- 
duce you to the joys of the place. In all good thought, now 
that I consider it, I shall not budge from this chair until 
you agree to be my companion there this very day. If you 
value your rest, sir, submit gracefully, for I shall allow you 
none until I am satisfied.” 

“Now, Matt, your offer is kind, but I cannot accept. | 
am not fit company these days. It is a temporary indisposi- 
tion of the spirit with me, and I am certain to recover in 
time, but at present, I am fit for no one’s company but 
mine own, and no one deserves my foul humors but my- 
self. For you to dine with me, I’ve no doubt of it, would 
give indigestion to you as well as to myself. And, in truth, 
I am overburdened with my work. There is much that I 
must do here. You may go with conscience clear, enjoy 
your repast and drink a glass to my health. I shall remain 
here and thrust my nose into my books of law, as must be 
done at any rate. We shall both be the better for it. An- 
other time, Matt, another time.” He concluded with a 
wave of his hand. 

“None of it. I'll not be dismissed like one of your eager 
young clerks. Think you not so, Aaron, for I shall not 
move one leg from this very position without you beside 
me. At our age, yours and mine, my friend, we have so 
few days still left us that we must enjoy them as they 
come. What befalls us will befall us, no matter. Now, 
come, I insist. If you will not do so for yourself, then do 
so to give me the pleasure of spending some of your pre- 
cious hours in frivolous amusement. And, have I men- 
tioned to you that there is a young lady to whom you 
make payment for your meal? ... Ah ha! Ah ha! Now I 
have you!” Davis laughed in response to Burtr’s look of 
surprise. “Indeed, they have dared to hire a young lady to 
accept the money, and a most attractive young lady she is, 
a delight to look upon, a charming and easy smile for all, 
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treat for the eye as the food is a treat for the palate. 
yome, you are sure to enjoy the time spent if not the 
food, Aaron.” 
| “I see that I might accept now as well as delay any fur- 
her, for you are determined to plague me until I relent, is 
that not so, Matt,” laughed Burr, his spirits rising. 
) “Now you have the gist of my meaning,” Davis said. 
PWe shall dine on macaroni and fillets washed down with 
fine French claret—tell me, Aaron, do you never long to 
a robust burgundy instead of a claret, only to vary a 

tle? I remember how extensive was the wine cellar at 
pur Richmond Hill. Have you forgot?” 
' “No, my dear Matt, I’ve forgot nothing, but I regret 
lothing either. There is too much in my life that I might 
fegret were I to begin. Therefore, I do not dwell on the 
ist, as I do not dwell on the future. Tt is the present that 
olds life for me now, as always. I’m not certain that it is 
n wise for me to dwell on that to any great extent, ei- 
fer.” Seeing that Matt was a trifle puzzled by the last 
latement, and his seeming lack of friendship, Burr deter- 
mined to relent. “Very well, Matt, since it will give you 
leasure to share my bad disposition this afternoon, I will 
® my best to be cheerful and amusing in the name of 

ndship,” he said. 
) Once outside the office, Burr was pleased that he had al- 
Towed his friend to prevail upon him to leave the musty, 
Gusty confines, to put aside his legal research and to step 
into the pleasantly brisk air of an especially lovely autumn 
IAfternoon. The bright sun shed its warmth upon him, and 
Mhe breeze fanned his face with its refreshing coolness. The 
Sky wore a hue much bluer than usual, in contrast to 
@louds that seemed like puffs of bleached cotton hung to 
| dty. They gave the appearance of being very close to the 
"arth—so close that it seemed if he reached his hand to 
‘them, he could pull down a piece for inspection. 
_ They had gone no more than two blocks, when Burr be- 
Ban to feel a longing, a pulling, a tugging at him as a great 
Moneliness. He had forgone his habit of walking along the 
Battery some years before, but now, he felt an urge to 
wander along the walk by the water’s edge. 
| Turning to his old friend, he said, “Matt, you must for- 
Bive me, but on such a day, I long for Theodosia. For no 
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reason that I can make sensible to you, I long to walk 
again along the Battery as I did in years not too distant 
past. Allow me a brief respite to stroll the Battery, to lose 
myself in fond remembrances of her rare qualities, before 
we dine. I promise you that my company will be much im- 
proved for it.” 

“If you wish it, Aaron,” Davis agreed. “It is a pleasant 
enough day for a stroll. I believe my appetite will be the 
better by some exercise beside the waters in the harbor. 
The air always seems a bit more fresh and bracing there.” 

Burr placed a hand upon his friend’s shoulder. “I do not 
mean that your company is not to be desired, Matt, but I 
should prefer for a little to be my sole companion. I seem 
to have a heavy melancholy overtaking me, and I need a 
time to sort through my thoughts and make myself again 
fit for your company. Humor me once again, old friend.” 

“But you have promised to dine with me, and I shall 
not relinquish you from that pledge,” Davis reminded him. 

“And dine with you, I shall. Let us pledge I will meet 
you at the restaurant on William Street no later than an 
hour from the present, perhaps even less.” 

“T shall be there, Aaron, waiting for you,” said Davis as 

they bade farewell. 
- Burr appreciated that his friend had not pressed for a 
more thorough explanation than merely a desire to walk 
alone. Perhaps Matt recalled his daily walks of the years 
following Theodosia’s disappearance, when he was young- 
er and more sprightly and strolled along the Battery rain, 
shine, snow, drizzle, and raging storm, in the vain hope, 
now long diminished, of seeing Theodosia once more. Why 
this desire should come upon him today, Burr could not 
explain. But come it had, and very strongly, too. He could 
do nothing else until he had satisfied his urge to walk 
alone and look out upon the water which, somewhere in 
the distance, joined the ocean and which somewhere held 
the secret to the destiny of his beloved daughter. Was it 
melancholy or feebleness of mind which had pulled him to 
this point? He could not say. There were things in his 
mind which sprang there unbidden—remembrances of 
things he did not remember, a straining and tugging within 
him which he did not comprehend. 

Slowly, a cold fear began to creep through Aaron Burr 
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as he stood at the edge of the water. With it came a sense 
of helplessness, of frustration. Like some hideous fog 
coursing through his body, he realized that his extremities 
Were growing numb. He was losing the feeling in his left 
arm, slowly but surely, it was traveling down to his hand 


' and his fingers. He looked at them and tried to lift his arm 


to wiggle his fingers before his eyes, but it seemed to be 


' disconnected from his mind. He could not make them re- 
| spond. And the hideous creeping numbness was continuing 


its course down his leg and to his foot, which he could not 
lift. The awful reality of it made him scream with terror, 
but his mouth would not open. Nothing of his body would 
obey his will. The scream was swallowed up by the panic 
which gripped his mind, and he struggled against all—all 
the overwhelming, creeping paralysis which inched 
through his body. With the obliterating panic, which seized 


his mind, came a gray shadowy blanket, which slowly cov- 
» ered his senses. His thoughts thrashed about to protest 


| against the assault to his being, but he could not withstand 


the slow, methodical succumbing of his feeble body to the 


' Massive stroke, and he crumpled into a pathetic heap, un- 


able to call for aid. 

As soon as he began to feel the numbness spread 
through him, Damon Aarons was aware of the ever 
stronger pull and realized that the tugging was not for 
remembrances of Aaron Burr’s past but of his own; that 
the call, the urging, was not for Burr, but for himself, 
From somewhere, he was being summoned, something was 
beckoning him and would not release his mind again until 
he had responded. Slowly, slowly, came the realization 
that he was being urged from someone he had known, to a 
time he had known, to return to the twentieth century. His 
return was being aided by someone else, and he wrenched 
his mind from the panic of Aaron Burr, to throw his sep-= 
arate thoughts into the urgings, willing, straining— 

BUT ELENA ... without Elena, he could not ... he 
dare not return. He tried with all his strength to resist the 
pull. How could he hope to reach Elena, to make her un- 
derstand the urgency? How could he coax her to return 
with him? He had no idea how, but he knew he must, lest 
she be lost in this time span forever. Again he struggled 


, with all his strength to resist the pull, to resist the tempta- 
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tion and the added psychical pull to return to his own life. 
But as he began to feel himself return to the being of 
Aaron Burr, he was seized by the panic his counterpart 
was suffering. He could not stay. But what should he do? 
Go forward or remain? The pull increased, growing ever 
more irresistible. And Damon Aarons was so desperately 
weary of this life. He longed to leave this aged shell of the 
ill Aaron Burr and return to his own existence, no matter 
if he had aged comparably, no matter if there was little 
time left for him to live. Whatever there was, he would ac- 
cept. It would be his, not borrowed from someone who 
had lived and died and was no more. 

It was not so much that he feared the fast approaching 
death of Burr as that he wished to live his own life, to 
make his own decisions, to be responsible for his own ac- 
tions, to be allowed the luxury of making his own mis- 
takes, if that’s what they were to be, rather than always to 
be living the mistakes which had been made by someone 
else, mistakes which he had no power to alter. 

With difficulty, he turned his mind to the magnificent 
blue color of the endless sky which had covered the har- 
bor. The light, bright blue turned to an ever darkening 
shade until it was a midnight blue-black with only the one 
brilliantly illuminated speck to be seen, a guiding light for 
him. The journey was started, and he was powerless to 
resist further, even had he tried. But as Burr’s mind was 
consumed with panic at his own powerlessness, Damon 
Aaron’s mind was easy in the knowledge that he was re- 
turning to himself. He knew that he was passing through 
the barrier of time that separated what had been and what 
now was, and he relaxed his feeble body and allowed him- 
_ self to move with ever increasing speed toward the light at 
the end of the tunnel. Aaron Burr stared at the blue of the 
sky merging with the blue of the endless horizons of the 
mind, he knew that he had lost a great battle, he had lost 
his other self, and his world ceased. 

As Damon Aarons approached the light, he began to 
feel a renewed strength both in his mind and in his body. 
He stretched his mind to see if he could sense anywhere 
the presence of Elena Blakely. He wondered if she might, 
also, have been summoned (or if she might even be re- 
sponsible for his return). For he sensed that he was about 
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to arrive at his own life once more, and fervently hoped 
that she were accomplishing the same transporting. 
Nowhere could he find a response from her. The pull must 
be coming directly from someone in his true life. Percy? 
He wondered. 

Before he could even consider the reality of such a 
thought, he was aware that everything about him was dif- 
ferent. He was not floating; he was standing. There was no 
blackness; all was light. It was a large, light, airy room 
with modern furnishings—modern—and then he knew. As 
he looked about, he realized that he was in Dr. Friedrich- 
son’s office at the Institute of Parapsychology. He- felt he 


_ could laugh and cry at once. He wanted to yell in jubila- 


tion and pour forth a million questions. He looked at his 


' hands. They were no longer wrinkled and old. He was... 
| he was his own age. Staring at the closed eyes and intent 
| €xpressions of the group around the table, he said simply, 


“Thank you. Thank you all.” Without explanation, he 


| knew beyond doubt how he had found his way back to 


| this time. 


The sound of the words spoken quietly yet firmly i 
ly in- 
truded on the minds of the others. The intensity of 


j concentration was broken. Eyes were opened, faces turned 
/ in the direction from which the words came. Only the still 


| regular unison breathing broke the hush of the room. No 


one spoke, no one moved. No one would have been sur- 
| prised to see the image of Damon Aarons vanish into a 


| mist as they had seen specters do on occasion. The full im- 
| pact of what had been accomplished was slow in coming, 


and reaction to it, even slower. It was Damon, who broke 


) the fascinated spell. 


“How you did it, I don’t know, but I’m very thankful 


"you did,” he told them. 


He was immediately surrounded by the entire group, 


4 With the exception of Raymond Saundre, who stood 
) watching the celebration of the man’s return. Claire threw 
» her arms about him and made no attempt to stem her 


tears of joy. Over and over, she repeated his name. Sam 
repeatedly thumped him on the back and told him what a 
pleasure it was to see him again. The staff of the institute, 


Y along with Friedrichson took turns shaking his hand and 


asking questions. The uproar:and confusion was loud and 
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good-humored. It seemed a long time before the group 
recovered from the shock of his return enough to settle 
down and allow him to ask about Elena. 

“Did she return?” 

“No,” replied Saundre, stepping forward, at last. “Un- 
fortunately, she didn’t.” 

“But why? Why didn’t you bring back Elena, as well?” 
Aarons demanded. “Didn’t you realize she was there?” 

"Yes, yes, we did,” replied Saundre. 

Aarons turned to face this stranger. “Forgive me, I 
don’t seem to be able to recall knowing you. My memory 
Water 
“It’s not your memory at fault, Dr. Aarons. We’ve 
never met. I’m Dr. Saundre. I’ve been at the institute only 
a short while. Congratulations on your successful re- 
turn—and on your most astonishing accomplishment.” 
Saundre extended his hand, which Aarons accepted. No 
one said a word as the two men exchanged smiles. Aarons 
liked the new man. 

Friedrichson rushed forward as soon as the moment 
passed. “My God, Aarons. What you’ve done is incredible. 
I’m not sure what I expected, but I wasn’t completely 
prepared for your return. Saundre, you’re to be congratu- 
lated, too.” He shook hands with each in turn. 

“Do you... uh... do you remember anything about 
where you were ... any of what happened, Dr. Aarons?” 
questioned Stirling. 

“Yes, I remember everything, Dr. Stirling. Everything 
«+. very clearly. I’m sorry I caused you such concern, Dr. 
Friedrichson. I never expected to run into the complica- 
tions I did.” 

“I hope you don’t mind, but we felt we had to break the 
news to the institute, Damon,” Sam told him. “It seemed 
the only thing to do. We were afraid for you. We knew 
what was to happen to Aaron Burr, and we felt we 
couldn’t leave you there any longer.” 

“You did the right thing, Sam. I’m glad you did. | 
couldn’t have returned on my own, and I couldn’t accom- 
plish the return with Elena, either. We tried and failed— 
each time for a different reason. I’m sorry to find that she’s 
not here. I hoped she would be returning as I did.” 
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“We tried, Dr. Aarons,” Raymond told him. “We did 
try to reach you both.” 

“That’s regrettable,” Aarons replied. 

“Why do you say that?” Saundre wanted to know. 

“Because I’m sure she doesn’t want to come back. She 


’ was able to resist your help. Somehow, she was able to 


turn off your mental waves to her and surrender herself to 


_ Eliza. I tried to resist, but my desire to return was strong; 
_ and I couldn’t avoid your pull. I wanted to stay until she 


Was ready to return with me, but I couldn’t.” 
ut why? Why should she want to remain?” Young in- 
sisted. 
| _ “Because she’s fascinated with being Eliza Jumel Burr. 
She’s enjoying the enormous wealth of the woman, and 
_ she loves the power that comes by being so wealthy. And 
the mansion ... she thrills with the thought of being the 
mistress of that mansion of hers. She dotes upon it. And 
the being of Eliza suits her. To Eliza, the mansion was a 
' symbol of her riches, but more than that, a symbol of how 
far she had risen in the world from her less than humble 
beginnings, beginnings she always tried to hide. 
__ “From the vantage point of Mount Stephen, as she called 
it, she was able to look down at all the wealthy socialites 
‘in New York City who looked down their noses at her. 
There was an astounding and unique bond between Eliza 
and that mansion, and she treasured that bond as much as 
_ she treasured her money. Poor Elena was caught up in a 


_ tangle more complex than she could possibly know. All 
t the frustrating rejection in this life has combined with the 


; 


’ frustration of Eliza and is being assuaged by the wealth 


and fame—if that’s the right word for it—of that 
Woman. And the personality of Eliza is desperately strong, 
too strong for Elena, I believe. Eliza’s character and the 
lure of possessing all those things that Elena had longed 
for in this life have weakened Elena’s resolve until she 
doesn’t want to return.” 

It was a difficult thing to explain to those who had 
never experienced living as another person. Damon hoped 
that what he told them was at least partially clear. 

“But we can’t just—just leave her there,” Saundre pro- 


| tested. He had, all along, suspected the truth of what 


Aarons said, but still, they must do something. They must 
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find a way to coax her to return to the present time. It was 
worth whatever measures they must take to attempt it— 
even if it meant that he himself must try to travel through 
time to reach her. 

“No, we can’t give up on her. We must make every ef- 
fort to persuade her to return,” agreed Friedrichson. 

“I agree, but I was only trying to explain what difficul- 
ties we are facing in that attempt. It will not be an easy 
thing.” Aarons asserted. 

“Nor is it quite as urgent,” Saundre remarked. “As long 
as we are agreed that it must be done, I'm willing to wait 
and plan her return very carefully.” 

“Pm anxious to talk with you about what you’ve done,” 
said Seymour approaching Aarons. “We all are, in fact. 
We're all eager to learn of your experiences in the past 
century, but I’m sure your mind is in need of a rest at the 
moment. You have my sincerest congratulations, Dr. 
Aarons.” 

“Thank you, Dr. Seymour,” Aarons said. “I’m rather 
amazed by everything myself, and you're quite right. I 
could benefit from a rest. I’m most happy to be back, but 
if you have no objection, Dr. Friedrichson, I would like to 
go home with my friends and spend the next few days in 
readjusting to my own life, and to finding out what has 
happened to the two young women from Iowa, Mrs. 
Browning and Mrs. Brooks. I promise that I will consider 
what I believe to be the best approach to returning Elena. 
Then in a few days, I'll phone you and we'll get to work 
on it.” 

“T realize you must be exhausted, Dr. Aarons, but I 
must return to my own country—to Egypt in a few days,” 
Saundre insisted. “Elena and I were friends. I was with 
her when she disappeared. I feel that I can’t leave until we 
have safely rescued Elena, and my country has refused to 

extend my visit. So, you see, I must ask you to delay your 
well-earned vacation for a while.” 

Aarons studied the man more closely. He was eager to 
have Elena return, and that was good. That would mean 
much needed help for Aarons. “I assume, then, that you 
also know Mr. and Mrs. White.” 

“Yes, we know each other,” Saundre responded. 
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“Perhaps you would like to join us then,” - 
fered. “We can talk this evening Toe Elena.” a i a 

“Yes, I would like that, if I.wouldn’t be intruding on 
your reunion,” Saundre answered. 

“Please come, Raymond,” Claire urged. 


Chapter XX 


i he three friends seemed hardly to be a re- 
ee meal We was as though Damon had never been 
away, so comfortably did they settle back into the routine 
of friendship that had been theirs for so many years be- 
fore his disappearance. Neither Claire nor Sam spoke of 
the past year nor what had happened to him. They felt it 
best to leave that for Damon to bring out in his own time 
and in his own manner. If he chose not to discuss it at all 
this evening, they would, somehow, master their curiosity 
and wait until he wanted to. ; : 

Damon and Saundre talked of the things in parapsy- 
chology which had been of special interest to each, trying 
to find a relationship that would allow them to work to- 
gether, trying to find a starting point. Sam sat with them, 
listening mostly. 

It ‘ms ies close to ten o’clock when the tele- 
phone rang. Claire was just entering from the kitchen and 
paused to answer it. 

“Hello,” she said cheerfully. ° 

“Hello, Claire, it’s Percy” said the voice on the other 
ie Percy, I... I don’t know why I should be sur- 
prised to hear from you, but I am,” Claire responded. 

“I thought you would want to know that Linda seems to 
be responding. The doctor feels that by tomorrow, she'll 
be out of danger,” Percy said. 
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“Percy, that’s marvelous. 'm so happy to hear it,” 


{ Claire replied. 


“They're going to keep her in intensive care for another 
day or so, and she'll have to remain in the hospital for an- 


| other week, but the worst of it is past.” 


“And she’s going to be completely well?” Claire asked. 
“No aftereffects?” 


“The doctor Says not. The worst she'll have is a couple 


of nervous parents every time she leaves the house.” 


“Well, that’s not so bad,” Claire remarked. 
“Ummm, how did the conference with Dr. Friedrichson 


| 0?” Percy inquired, 


“Oh, Percy, I nearly forgot. You won’t believe ... but 
a minute. I'll tell you about that some other time. 


Right now, I have a remarkable surprise for you if you’re 
‘Teady for it.” 


Damon has returned.” 
’ “Damon is back there in New York?” Percy cried. 
i es, he’s here with us now,” Claire assured her, 


| There was a long pause before Percy spoke again. “And 
lena?” she asked. 


“Somethin 


isper. 
ndre are trying to work out some 


' ay to appeal to her, to draw her back. Damon can tell 


what they’re doing. I know he'll want to talk to you, 


ercy. Hold on, while I get him.” 


“I don’t know if ’m up to it, Claire,” Percy began, then 
silent for a moment before she added, “Of course, I 
5 I'd love to speak with him.” 
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Claire lowered the phone as she crossed the room to Da- 
mon. She didn’t understand Percy’s reaction. She was sure 
Percy would be excited by the news, but she seemed ... 
Claire groped for the word ... disturbed, that was it, dis- 
turbed. : 

“Percy’s on the phone, Damon; she'd like to say hello to 
you,” Claire told him. 

Damon rose very quickly and started for the phone, but 
when he had nearly reached it, he hesitated. For a minute, 

aire thought he might not even pick up the instrument. 
But after a second or two, he slowly approached it and 
lifted it to his ear. Damon had spent so much time think- 
ing about Percy, remembering her, longing for her as she 
had been in their other life, he wondered how he would 
feel when he finally heard her voice. What would he say 
to her now? Now she was not Theodosia, she was anothe: 
man’s wife. They were no longer two souls stranded in an- 
other time with only each other to cling to for comfort. 
Would he again burn with the passion she had aroused in 
him before? Was that Passion really flamed by Percy o1 
was it Theodosia, or the two of them together in the one 
body? How could he tell? And did it really matter? It had 
been her. If he did find that he still loved her, what could 
they do about it? Would she feel the same toward him o1 
had she been able to readjust entirely to her old life? 
There was nothing to do but confront the situation head 
on and let happen what must happen. He cleared his 
throat and began. 

“Hello, Percy,” he said softly into the mouthpiece. 

After a minute, came her voice, so softly he could 
scarcely make out the word, but it was spoken with great 
tenderness. “Damon,” she said. Gathering courage, she 
Swallowed hard and said more clearly, “Damon, how 
happy I am for you. I’m so glad you’ve returned.” 

“Thank you, Percy,” he replied. “I’m relieved that it’s 
all over and thankful to be myself again.” 

“Tm sure you must be,” replied Percy. “But you've ac- 
complished something truly outstanding, Damon. You 
must be proud of that. ’m ... I’m very proud of you for 
What you’ve done. Very proud that I’ve known you.” 

“Thank you, Percy. I would be proud, but Elena is stil! 
there, and that’s disheartening.” 
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“I know. Claire told me she hadn’t returned.” 
| “We're trying to work out a way to help her return, 
en against her own desires,” he told her, 
“I know you will do it,” Percy encouraged. “And 
fand, you're well, Damon?” she inquired. _ 
“Very well. A little tired, naturally, but in excellent 
‘Shape. I can hardly believe so little time has passed here,” 
“Yes, I know. That part is amazing, isn’t it?” Percy 
agreed, 
“Percy, are you coming to New York?” Damon asked. 
_ “Only if you need me to help reach Elena, and I 
Wouldn’t be able to get there for a few weeks,” she an- 


§ swered. 


» Damon. But that was the one thing I 
ever told anyone, not even my husband ... the one thing 
Tkept for myself...” 


| “Then will you come?” Damon urged. 


amon... I won't . 


she replied hastily. 

returned, I'll come to you, 
ust be said between us,” he 
it Was you and me, or Burr 


' “I won't see you, Damon. As Theodosia is dead to 
Aaron, I must be dead to you.” 
*“T can’t turn my back 


an’t desert them,” 


J “But you said you remembered everything, Percy, 
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Remember how much you meant to me ... how much I 
meant to you,” Damon pleaded. 

“I do... Ido remember. What I remember is beauti- 
ful, Damon. It was most rare, what we had. But that was 
in the past, and like a lesson in history, I’ve locked it away 
in my memory. I’ve told no one about that feeling wo 
shared, Damon. I never could. That was yours and mino 
alone. But there’s nothing that can be done about it in 
this life. I don’t want to see you again because I’m deter- 
mined to settle myself into my life with Gordon and the 
children. It’s hard even to talk about it with you. So, 
please, understand, Damon. I won’t see you if you como 
here. I couldn’t.” 

“Then, am I never going to see you again, Percy?” he 
asked softly. 

“I don’t know, Damon. Perhaps sometime ... but not 
now, not yet. Good-bye, Damon . . . and welcome back.” 

“Good-bye, Percy,” he answered. He stood holding the 
phone until there was a small click at the other end of the 
line, then he gently let go of the receiver. 

No one in the room spoke to him. They couldn’t avoid 
overhearing parts of the conversation, and Sam and Claire 
could guess at the rest. It had been a moving few minutes 
for him, they well knew. But when he turned back to the 
room, there was no sign on his face to indicate what he 
must be feeling. 

As he resumed his seat, he said, “She volunteered to 
come if we needed her ... to help Elena. I told her | 
didn’t think that would be necessary.” 

“I’ve been thinking, Damon, I believe we should try to 
contact Elena at the mansion,” Saundre proposed. 

“Why the mansion?” Aarons asked. 

“Because that’s where I think she would be. That’s 
where I think we could reach her,” Saundre reasoned. 

“That’s true enough. It did have a fantastically strong 
hold on her,” Damon agreed. 

“Do you think we can get Dr. Friedrichson to agree?” 
Saundre asked. ? 

“I’m sure Dr. Friedrichson will agree, but I don’t know 
about the people who have charge of the mansion. That 
may be the drawback. Tomorrow, we'll have to ask Dr. 
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oe to try to gain permission for us,” Damon re- 
i ne is a museum, now,” said Claire. 
es, elieve it is a national : 
ccs museum,” Saundre 
| “In that case, we'll probably need the full backing of 
' the institute’s directors in order to cut through the red tape 
} and gain permission to use the building,” said Aarons. 
I believe that’s what we should do first thing tomorrow, 
then, Damon,” Saundre proposed. “I’m sorry to foul up 
your rest, I know you need it, but my time remaining is so 


| brief, and I’m worried about leavin 
ck cee ig Elena back there 


“I don’t mind giving up my rest for a while, and I 
m share 
your worry about Elena. Whatever we do, must be done 


| immediately, and I’m going to need your help. I have the 


feeling that you and I are the lifeline for Elena,” Damon 


told his new friend. 


Chapter XXI 


In spite of the determined and relentless efforts of Fried- 
richson and his staff, it was two days of Saundre’s precious 
time before they could locate anyone who was willing to 
discuss with them the possibility of allowing the institute 
to use the mansion for a private conference. Mrs. Maple, 
who agreed to discuss the mansion with them was not 
available until Friday. She only consented to meet with 
Friedrichson then because he badgered her into it. She was 
particularly wary because the meeting was on behalf of an 
organization of extrasensory or paranormal phenomena. 
The department under whose jurisdiction the house fell, 
and the group of women who staffed and maintained the 
house did not want the slightest hint of anything unusual 
suggested about the mansion. 

Talking with Mrs. Maple over the phone had very 
nearly discouraged Friedrichson, but Aarons and Saundre 
insisted upon visiting the mansion at a time when it would 
be closed to the public. They were not to be easily dis- 
suaded. So every few hours, Friedrichson telephoned Mrs. 
Maple again to plead their case until, at last, she agreed to 
meet with them. 

Friedrichson began the interview with a plea for imme- 
diate action, stressing the fact that Saundre was a key fig- 
ure in the undertaking and that he would be leaving the 
country on Sunday. 

“T understand your concern, Dr. Friedrichson,” Mrs. 
Maple said to him, “But I don’t even know if you can be 
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allowed access to the mansion after visiting hours. I admit 
‘that you and Dr. Aarons and Dr. Saundre have made a 
very impressive case in your request; however, you’ve 
given me no time to consult with anyone else about the 


| advisability of granting you permission to use the house.” 


Sensing that she was about to dismiss the matter, 
Aarons took up the argument and began unraveling the 


| strange and incredible series of events which had taken 
_ place in the last year, ending with his own recent return 


| and the necessity of using the house in order to help Miss 


Blakely return. He could tell that she didn’t believe all he 
was revealing to her, and both Friedrichson and Saundre 
emphatically swore to the truth of-the story. Mrs. Maple 
"was even more hesitant than ever to discuss the use of the 
house with them. 
_ I] certainly understand your concern, Dr. Aarons,” she 
said, haltingly. “P’m not convinced, as you obviously are, 
‘nor am I certain that I can approve using the house under 
| these circumstances. It’s a very special matter, I can tell, 
‘and you three gentlemen have pleaded a most impressive 
case; however, since Dr. Aarons was, so you tell me, re- 
turned from the past at a conference in the institute build- 
“ing, I fail to see why the house is so necessary for the re- 


| turn of Miss Blakely. Why not the institute?” 


“We did try, but we failed, Mrs. Maple,” Friedrichson 


replied. 


“Yes, you did mention that you tried at the time you re- 


turned Dr. Aarons, but perhaps if you made a separate ef- 
fort to return only Miss Blakely ... it may be that you did 

\ ough. If I categorically deny you 
for your experiment, wouldn’t you 

itute and try again, re- 

? Mrs. Maple posed the 


"question with ar 


“No, Mrs. Maple,” Fr 
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“What you must understand, Mrs. Maple, is that the 
problem is not the amount of effort we put into trying t 
reach Miss Blakely, but the fact that she doesn’t seem to 
want to be reached by us,” Damon Aarons explained.” 
“She, I believe, is content to live as Eliza Jumel Burr, 
Somehow, her transition to the past was more complcte, 
the two minds are not in the same balance as were mine 
and Aaron Burr’s. The will of Eliza is more powerful, 
more dominant; therefore, Elena is willing to remain be 
cause Eliza wishes it so. I’m not sure if ’'m making this 
clear to you.” 

“No, I’m afraid it’s not clear to me, Dr. Aarons; I une» 
derstand what you are trying to tell me, I think; but I hon 
estly can’t believe in it,” Mrs. Maple admitted. “But as 
long as you feel Miss Blakely is content, why not leave her 
there?” 

“Because we're responsible for her—we must do every 
thing we can to help her to live her own life since she’s 
unable to help herself,” Friedrichson said. 

“I fail to see the reason why our requests have been 
turned down, or even ignored, Mrs. Maple,” Saundre in 
sisted. “There can be no harm done to the mansion. We 
simply want to be allowed to use the building at a time 
when it’s not being used for any other purpose.” Since tho 
supernatural was his life and had been since childhood, he 
found those who were skeptical or downright antagonistic 

. to it as difficult to understand as they found him and oth- 
ers in his work. The lack of cooperation and understand- 
ing among those in the tight and protective group dealing 
with the Jumel Mansion was to him incomprehensible. 

Gentlemen, I am not unconcerned, believe me; but the 
Morris-Jumel Mansion is a valuable, historic building. It 
has a great value to the country and to the people who 
have worked to see that it is restored and proclaimed a na- 
tional treasure. We must keep it that way,” she told them. 

“But what harm could we do to the building, Mrs. 
Maple?” Aarons wanted to know. 

“The house itself is in magnificent condition, Dr. 
Aarons, but there are many people in the area of different 
nationalities and different backgrounds. New York is a 
gathering place of people from other countries, other cul- 
tures. Their thinking is quite unlike yours and mine, you 
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imust remember. If they were to learn that there was some- 
Whing beyond the normal ... something dealing with the 
sccult, something to do with spirits or ghosts—call it what 
you will, it is all the same—they might be frightened, not 
Nonly of the psychic phenomenon itself, but also of the 
house where such a thing had occurr 2 

“Preposterous,” exploded Saundre. 

“Not at all, Dr. Saundre. People are usually frightened 
by what they don’t understand. Superstitious people are 
Imore easily frightened than others, that’s all. And there 
‘are many superstitious people in the world ... even in our 
‘own culture. ‘Don’t walk under a ladder ... don’t let a 
“black cat cross your path ... breaking a mirror means 
‘seven years of bad luck!’ That’s all superstition, but there 
‘are people who live their lives by those sayings.” 

- “But what bearing does that have on the mansion?” 
Friedrichson asked. 

“And how do you get rid of a ghost once and for all, 
Dr. Friedrichson?” Mrs. Maple asked. “If a ghost refused 
“to leave a house, how do you get rid of it?” 
| “Why, you exorcise it, of course. You find out what’s 
| troubling the ghost, and then it usually can rest and will 
“leave,” Friedrichson replied. 

' “But when all else fails, and the ghost still refuses to 

) leave?” 

) “A ghost isn’t harmful, though, Mrs. Maple. Besides, 

) we're not discussing a ghost when we talk about Miss 
Blakely. We're talking about a woman whose spirit has 


! traveled back in time,” Aarons protested. 


' “But how can you explain the difference to a group of 
F superstitious people throughout the entire area around the 
/Jumel Mansion? There’s also the danger that rumors of 
) what is happening might spread to other areas of the city. 


' Rumors spread very rapidly, you know, and in the spread- 


_ ing, they become unrecognizable.” 
“Yes, that’s true, of course, but we want nothing said 


"about what we’re doing,” Dr. Friedrichson argued. “We 


intend to keep it among ourselves.” 


“Then let me put it very simply to you, gentlemen. I'm 


) afraid that someone will, through a dedicated though er- 


' roneous belief that he is doing a good thing to rid the 
! world of a ghost, burn down this irreplaceable mansion. 
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We simply cannot take that risk.” Mrs. Maple was ems 
phatic. 

“That would be tragic, of course, Mrs. Maple,” Aarons 
agreed, “but it would be even more tragic if we didu't 
make every effort to save this woman, Elena Blakely, who 
is where she is because she attempted to save me.” 

“Tell me, Mrs. Maple,” said Friedrichson rising and be 
ginning to pace the floor. “Tell me, if Miss Blakely had 4 
serious ... no, a fatal disease and for some Teason there 
was no place for the doctor to operate and save her life 
except the mansion ... would you deny the use of your 
building to them?” 

“That’s something entirely different, Dr. Friedrichson,” 
she replied, meeting his gaze squarely. “There’s no com- 
Parison at all.” 

“Oh, I beg to differ with you. If the woman should dic 
during the operation, and the news became generally 
know, don’t you suppose that there would be a stigma at 
tached to the house by those persons with a superstitious 
nature? Don’t you believe that they could build a fear 
around the house under those circumstances?” 

“Well, yes, I suppose that would be possible,” she 
agreed reluctantly. 

“And would you deny the doctor the Tight to operate 
and the chance to save that woman’s life,” Friedrichson 
pressed. “Could you do that, Mrs. Maple, and still be able 
to face yourself each day that you lived?” 

“No, I suppose I couldn’t,” she admitted weakly. 

“Then how can you deny us the right to try to save 
Miss Blakely’s life?” Saundre wanted to know. 

“If you deny this woman the right to her own life, you 
will be haunted by that thought the rest of your life, Mrs. 
Maple,” Aarons told her, 

She sat for some time, mulling over this last disagree- 
able thought in her mind. It was true, she was sure. She 
would never again enjoy a moment of her own existence, 
knowing that she refused to allow them to make every ef- 
fort to return Miss Blakely to hers. 

“Suppose we were to use the house at night ... late at 
night. Suppose we came each one by himself, so that there 
would be no suspicion aroused by a group arriving to- 
gether. We could enter the house through a side door. We 
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would use flashlights or candles, the windows could be 
closed off with drapes. If no one knew we were there, 
there could be no objection,” Saundre suggested. 

| “But someone would surely find out,” argued Mrs, 
Maple. 

' “Why not come yourself to make certain that it is all 
done according to the most cautious restrictions. If any- 
‘thing is not to your liking, we will make it so. We will be 


ithere only two hours or so at the most, and you may stay 
)with us the entire time. Then, long before dawn, we'll 
leave, and no one needs to know anything about it,” 


“Aarons suggested. 
Mrs. Maple carefully considered the arrangements. 
Saundre joined the urging. “The woman is our friend 


|... our co-worker, Mrs Maple. We must help her.” 


Tt was a dreadful decision she was being asked to make, 


,and she wished there were some committee that she could 
/send them to, but she knew that in the end, the decision 


would have to be hers. 
“I will go with you,” she began, and paused to consult 


) her calendar. “I will go with you on next Wednesday, at 
) Midnight.” 


“No, that will be too late, Mrs. Maple,” replied Dr. 


| Friedrichson. 


“When, then?” she asked him. 

“Tonight ... midnight,” he answered, 

“But that’s so soon,” she objected. 

“Tt must be tonight, Mrs. Maple. We've delayed as long 


"as we dare,” he insisted. 


“Well... very well,” she said. “Tonight at midnight. It 


| would be best if each of you came separately and was 
' driven by a friend. There should be no pile up of cars at 
| the mansion at that hour, and for a number of taxicabs to 
| drive up one after the other would certainly arouse suspi- 


cion if anyone happens to be in the area. I will already be 


) at the house. The side door will be left open for you. You 
| Maay bring your flashlights, and I will have a supply of 
' candles, in case it is necessary to use them. You will be 
» the only ones present, won’t you? No one else from your 
_ institute will be with you? The fewer there are the less 
| likely it is that anyone will notice.” 


“The three of us will be sufficient, I think,” said Fried- 
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richson. “I had intended to bring perhaps one other doctor 
on my staff who has been working with us, but if you pre- 
fer, we can limit it to the three of us.” 

“That is my preference,” replied Mrs. Maple. 

“We're extremely grateful to you, Mrs. Maple, for al- 
lowing us to use the building. We'll be there promptly at 
midnight tonight,” Friedrichson told her. 

“Indeed, thank you, Mrs. Maple,” added Aarons. 

Saundre nodded his head and smiled his appreciation to 
her. He could hardly believe that they had prevailed. They 
actually were going to be able to enter the house and con- 
tact Elena ... at least he hoped they could contact her. He 
wondered what his feeling about the house would be this 
time. Would it be the same stifling foreboding as before 
--- would that harm his chances of reaching Elena with 


Damon Aarons? 


Chapter XXII 


| The windows were covered with heavy drapery. It helped 
_ keep the light outside from showing through to the house, 
| and prevented any possible glint of illumination from in. 
| Side the house to the street. The candles which Mrs. Maple 
| had lit and placed in the front hall and the octagonal 


Toom in the rear of the house cast Strange and distorted 


| shadows against the walls. It would have been very easy 
| for anyone with a lively imagination to feel that there 


Were spirits abroad through the house, whether or not 


' there were. But the eerie shadows were ignored by the 
| three occupants of the house. Aarons, Saundre and Mrs, 
| Maple sat waiting silently for Friedrichson to atrive. 


From somewhere outside, come the faint sound of a car 


j engine, then it grew quiet, and finally they heard the 
' sound of a moving vehicle growing fainter until it was lost 


in the distance. Patiently, they waited to see if the noise 


| could signal the arrival of Dr. Friedrichson. Only mo- 
)) ments later, there was the sound of a quiet rapping at the 
) side door and the noise of the handle being turned. There 
| Was the soft closing of a door followed by hushed foot- 
Steps. Mrs. Maple, taking a small flashlight from her 
| Pocket, moved quickly in the direction of the noise. When 
| she reappeared a few moments later, Friedrichson was 
with her. 


She was edgy and uncomfortable. “Shall we begin at 


| once?” she requested. “If you'll just tell me what you re- 
" quire, I'll try to locate it for you,” she said. 
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“We require nothing, Mrs. Maple,” Friedrichson assured 


her. 

“Not a table... or chair? Not anything?” she asked. 

“You might prefer to sit, Mrs. Maple, but the three of 
us will need nothing else,” Dr. Friedrichson repeated. 

“Very well,” she said. “Where would you like me to 
sit?” she inquired, looking about her. 

“Wherever you will be most comfortable.” 

“But where will you be? Would you like to use the oc- 
tagonal room? That was used for entertaining ... or per- 
haps the room in front, where Madame Jumel and Aaron 
Burr were married,” she proposed. 

“No,” Damon replied in haste. “That room would be 
.. not suitable, thank you, Mrs. Maple.” Damon was al- 
ready struggling to fight back his memories of another life 
in this house. To occupy the room where Eliza and Aaron 
had been married, would only present unneeded difficul- 
ties. “I would prefer to remain here in the hall,” he de- 
cided after strolling about. “Will that be all right with you, 
Raymond?” ; 

“Yes, I think that would be best.” Saundre agreed. 

“The hall is my choice, also,” said Friedrichson. “Mrs. 
Maple, you may sit there, if you would like,” he suggested, 
pointing to a small mahogany chair on the opposite wall 
from the stairs. 

“Very well,” she replied submissively, and took her seat, 
feeling like the only spectator of a play about to be per- 
formed. She had no idea what to expect and could not 
keep her hands still in her lap. Her fingers twisted about 
each other in an expression of her nervousness. She 
crossed her legs, but finding that uncomfortable, uncrossed 
them and recrossed them at the ankle. She held herself 
erect and tried to sit back as close to the wall as she could, 
hoping that she was almost inconspicuous. 

“We're going to extinguish all the candles in the hall ex- 
cept one which we will place on this table near the foot of 
the stairs. Will that be all right, Mrs. Maple?” Friedrich- 
son asked, moving a small side table to the foot of the 
stairs. 

Mrs. Maple nodded her head to signify that she ap- 
proved, but she said nothing. 

Friedrichson placed the candle on the table. “I believe 
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' We will leave one other candle here in this room also,” he 
> 


| said. Then he carried a white taper in its holder into the 


_ octagonal room and placed it on.a table. “Those are the 


} candles that I think we may need : 
y need. Just 
q able us to see,” he said as th ey e - ; Tae ba i to en- 


Now they were in almost darkn glimm 
Y ess, i i 
| of light from each candle illuminated ry seer pi 


| around them, leaving the remainder 
a F of the 
_ lighted. Mrs. Maple felt a bit uneasy in the je 


| all, this was her first experience in dealing with the super- 


| natural, and even the word itself was enough to make her 


uneasy. She was finding the experience a most uncomfort- 


| able one and was beginning to regret that she had granted 


| Permission to use the house. She especi 
on t : i pecially re 
eee eb ie be present. Some things shiny 
| how about them, she decided, i 
a = cas ae this time of night, Appa ei 
> home in bed, and that was where _ 
be at this very moment, not here trying to pool eed 


) en nome yee from another life. But here she was, and 
a 2 ai oie was a more fearsome prospect "than 
ing wi e three men in the mansion. Besides, they 


"had said that this Miss B i 
i lakely didn’t want to 
Perhaps the whole project would be a failure, Woah 


'® Test. 


Once they had seated her, the three men promptly put 


¥ h . ° yi 
er out of their thinking as they began preparations to 


Teach Elena Blakely. The 
“Teach | : i y stood at the foot i 
Friedrichson in the center, Aarons on the owe a oe 


) dre on the left. At a si 
ji : signal 
/€an to concentrate, ar 


or 1859. They were not posi- 

et only that it was a year around there. 
liga dag not discernible, but that was unim- 
eg ae ree had managed to remain unified in their 
& ey began now to narrow down the year to 
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its exact number, they were aware of a gasp from behind 
them. 

Slowly, the three men opened their eyes and found the 

reason for the gasp. There, in front of them, standing on 

the broad staircase, was Elena Blakely .... or a2 woman 

who looked remarkably like her. The lady had aged con- 

siderably. Her face was lined and creased beneath the 

makeup. Her figure was more ample than they remem- 

bered it being, but her eyes danced and sparkled. It was 

Elena unmistakably, but not exactly as they had known 

her. She was gowned in a modified hoop skirt, created of a 

garnet velvet and trimmed with delicate white lace. On her 
head was a cap of the same white lace, and there was the 

scent of a most pleasing perfume lightly hanging in the 

air. She stood smiling at the three men, her arms out- 
stretched to them. 

“What a pleasant surprise it is to see you... all three of 
you. I had no idea you were coming. I expected no callers 
this evening. Please forgive my lack of preparations to re- 
ceive you,” she said. 

“Blena?” Friedrichson spoke warily. “You know us?” 

“But, Dr. Friedrichson, how would I not know you? ... 
and Damon ... and Raymond Saundre? Do you think I 
could forget any of you? I’m so happy to see that you and 
Raymond are together, Damon. I know you can be good 
friends. You have much in common, but I’m sure you’ve 
discovered that already by yourselves.” 

“I only wanted to make you aware of who we are if 
you didn’t remember,” explained Friedrichson. 

“T remember,” she told him. Then she turned her smile 
on Saundre. “Raymond, I’m so glad you were here to help 
Damon. Burr suffered another stroke, you know. It would 
have paralyzed him. And he was soon to die, anyway. Our 
divorce was nearly thirty—well,*twenty-five years ago, and 
Aaron Burr died immediately upon receiving the news. I 
have always thought that he died of a broken heart, poor 
man. I shall always believe that he repented at the last and 

that he longed to return to me but lacked the strength af- 
ter his stroke. He was taken to be cared for by friends and 
relatives, you know. I would have cared for him had he 
come back to me with a mildness of spirit, a faithfulness, 
a willingness to abide by certain ... but no matter, he is 
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-aimlew gi many — T shall mourn him no longer. He 
ven come to see me since he h 
we very thoughtless, I vow.” er oe 

“Elena, how could he com if he i bg 
Mic ipl e to see you if he is dead? 

“He could do so easily. Stephen does, you 
perhaps you did not?” She paused for a hl: A bes 
Tate, he comes rather regularly, and we discuss which 
holdings I should keep and which I should sell. We talk 
about which piece of land I should consider buying and 
which I should turn to profit. We are on excellent terms 
Stephen and I. He is much more tractable now than he 
was Le the eid years of his life.” 

ena.” said Aarons reasonably, “that can’ 5 
are growing old and your mind is oe as firm . etm os 
younger days. You must give up this pretense, exert your 
pues and pees with us to your own life.” 
not call me Elena, Colonel. That is the s is- 

take you used to make when we were married. Sekeys sa 
have not forgotten that my name is Eliza. I was your wife 
not merely one of your ladies of the night to provide you 
with an evening’s diversion. Nevertheless, since you have 
at least seen fit to call upon me again, I will not chide you 
unduly,” she said, her manner’ becoming friendly once 
more. “Let us begin a relationship anew. I have forgiven 
you all your transgressions. Though, I do find it difficult 
to forgive you for your philandering with Jane McManus 
Bo) % a rather common, unattractive baggage, she was.” 
Her voice grew harsher and more accusing. “Young... 
that s all she was » «young. And she played on your vul- 
nerability. Did she make you feel that you were young as 
well? Did she make your years fall from your limbs when 


/ you were with her? Oh, Aaron, I could have done as 


much .-.and more... if only you had come to seek me 
out.” Damon opened his mouth to speak, but she held up 
her hand. “No, do not protest. I say I have forgiven you, 
and so I have. We will not dwell on Miss McManus.” She 


4 drew one step closer to the foot of the stairs. Do you 

| temember, my dear, when we played at whist together 
_ through the many long evenings—well, perhaps not so 
| many, but they were pleasant, weren’t they?” 


“Yes, Eliza...” 
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“And do you remember how you used to love Napo- 
leon’s chessmen?” 

“Yes, my dear. Those times were most pleasant, but the 
time has come now to put those amusements aside. We 
must talk seriously, you and I. It is late, and there is no 
more time to tarry here. I am Aaron Burr no more, my 
dear.” He reached toward her hand, only to have her draw 
back from him. “I am now Damon Aarons. My life is in 
the twentieth century, and I’ve come to fetch you home to 
yours,” he said in a voice soft and persuasive. 

She stood staring at him, a scowl upon her face 
threatening to burst into a blaze of anger at any moment 
if provoked the slightest bit further. Instead, much to the 
surprise of everyone, the scowl was transformed into a 
smile of almost radiant sweetness. 

“Of course you’re not. You’re not Aaron Burr at all,” 
she said. “You are my own dear Damon. Forgive me, my 
dearest. Now that I am over eighty, my mind at times 
plays tricks on me, and I am helpless to prevent it. But my 
Damon, how good of you to come back to me again. I 
have missed you greatly, you must know it. It was such a 
comfort to have someone from my own life to talk to, to 
give me strength. You were a support for me to lean on 
until I was able to stand by myself. But I do willingly ad- 
mit that I have missed you—sorely missed you at times.” 
She extended a hand toward his face as though she would 
caress it. 

“And I have come for you now, Elena. But you must 
understand that I can not come to you again. This time, 
you must come to me. We are all here to bring you back 
to be with us,” he said, rather tentatively reaching toward 
her but taking care not to touch her hand for fear she 
would again recoil from his gesture. He could not drag 
her. He could only persuade her. She had to come 
willingly. She must put forth some of the effort to return 
to her own life. They could only offer her help. 

“No, Damon, no. I can’t go with you. I can’t leave 
here.” She turned to Saundre and Friedrichson. “It’s very 
kind of you, but you must realize that it is not possible for 
me to leave here,” she said, her eyes dark and serious 
as she shook her head vigorously. Then with the same 
abruptness as before, her mood changed, and once again, 
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she was all charm. “Now, let’s not talk of unpleasant 
things, my dears. Come,” she said as she stepped down 
from the stairs and began to make her way slowly to the 
octagonal room. “I am weary of standing. Come sit with 
me.” She waved her arm behind her, not looking back, 


_, just motioning them to follow. They paused to look ques- 


tioningly at each other. There was nothing they could do 
but obey. Awkwardly, they stood in the doorway as she 
seated herself, then she motioned each of them a place to 
sit. Mrs. Maple, still unnoticed, moved her chair far 
enough from the wall to be able to watch the woman from 
where she sat. 

“Now, I must tell you the news,” Elena began. “I re- 
Ceive visitors so infrequently these days, you know, that it 
is truly a delight to have all three of you gentlemen with 


» me at once. It makes me feel rather like a giddy young 


“Elena, listen to me,” Saundre pleaded. “You must lis- 


ten to what we have to say. I must leave here soon.” 


“No, you must not leave. You must stay. That is my 


_ express Wish, but you must not interrupt me again. It is 
_ very impolite to interrupt, and I have not finished.” She 
_ chided him, then turned to address Friedrichson, “Do you 
_ know what I have done? I have organized for myself a 


military company. Will you think upon that? I have my 


_ Very own military company. Not only that, but I also have 
J a brass band. Have you ever known any other woman to 
) have her very own military company and a brass band, as 
_ Well. Every day, I have them dress in their uniforms and 
) parade in front of me. Oh, it is a thrill. I sit very straight 
/ upon my horse in my magnificent uniform and I take the 
| salute from them ... and very smartly, too, if I do say it 
, myself. I must admit that the idea did not originate with 
Ine, however. I remembered you, my dear Aaron, talking 
d of the days on Blennerhasset Island when you would re- 
_ view your men each day and take the salute. It seemed 
: such a grand thing to do, and I determined that I must 
| give it a try myself. The brass band plays for their march- 
| ing. There are many people from the neighboring homes 
{ who come to watch in the afternoons. It is a very impres- 
' Sive sight, particularly when the sun is bright and the 
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soldiers’ buttons are polished and dazzling bright. It all 
seems quite royal, as though I were truly a queen.” 

“That sounds very gay, my dear,” said Aarons. 

“Oh, but that is not all I've done. I have a string orches- 
tra which comes each morning to sit on the second floor 
balcony and play music from my favorite operas while I 
enjoy breakfast in my room. It is such a pleasant way to 
begin my day, I find.” She heaved a sigh. “Yes, there is 
much in life that I still enjoy.” 

“Elena, surely, that can’t be all you want your life to 
be,” Saundre rebuked her sadly. 

She turned on him quickly, her eyes flashing. “But my 
dear, of course it is not.” Then she looked about her at the 
room. Her expression softened as she turned her face to 
them again, and Saundre began to hope. There was a look 
that he recognized as Elena’s, But the hope was immedi- 
ately extinguished as the three men watched her manner 
become more withdrawn. They could tell that Elena was 
being submerged by the strength of Eliza. 

“I have only returned from an extensive tour of Europe, 
did you know, I believe it was a few years ago. I spent a 
great deal of time in France, where I am well respected 
and loved. I enjoyed the society to the fullest. I took my 
grandniece and grandnephew with me on the tour. While 
we were in France, I arranged a most satisfactory mar- 
riage for little Eliza. Although, I should remember that 
now she is grown and married, she no longer allows any- 
one to call her ‘Little Eliza.’ She much prefers to be called 
merely Eliza. I, on the other hand, enjoy the name of 
Madame Paul Guillaume Raymond Pery for her. Does it 
- have a most distinguished sound? Almost like a noble 
title. 

“I must admit that while I was abroad I found that my 
own title, Madame Burr, widow of the former Vice 
President, was a very good name to travel under. I must 
tell you an amusing story about that. The Europeans have 
such difficulty understanding about our titles. While wo 
were there, my old and dear friend, Louis Bonaparte was 
crowned the Emperor of the French. His title is Napoleon 
the Third. Eliza and I were invited to attend his corona 
tion. We found it magnificently impressive. We also attend 
ed a ball at the Tuileries. Such a glittering affair. My 
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gown was a beautiful pale yellow brocade trimmed with 
black lace, and I was positively ablaze with diamonds. We 
arrived at the ball a trifle delayed, and as I made my way 
through the throng, I heard one jealous female whisper to 
another that ‘that must be the Vice Queen of America’ 
and she hinted that I had a dagger hidden on my person 
with which to kill the new Emperor. 

“At first, I was scandalized by what I had overheard, 
and then I decided to play upon it. During a lull in the 
dancing, I decided to act the queen. I waved my hand be- 
fore me to clear a path through the crowd to Louis, and 
said, ‘Make way. Make way for the Vice Queen of Amer- 
ica.’ A hush fell over the crowd as I slowly approached 
him. I repeated the command in a clear voice ‘Make way 
«».- Make way ... Make way for the Vice Queen of 


j America.’ Finally, I stood before him, my hand hidden in 


the folds of my gown. I made an extremely deep bow be- 
fore His Majesty and said, ‘Sire . . . Sire I come to present 
... to present ... myself. I am the widow of Colonel 
Burr, the ex-Vice-President of the United States and am 
Madame Jumel from Fort Washington.’ His Majesty im- 
mediately jumped to his feet and said ‘Ah, my dear 
Madame Jumel, so glad to see you.’ After that greeting, 
the entire hall was in an uproar. You see, when Louis was 


' in America, I had loaned him three hundred dollars, 


which he has yet not repaid, but he remembers. That mo- 
ment alone was worth the three hundred dollars.” 

“Elena, please stop this,” pleaded Damon. 

“You do not wish me to use your name, Aaron? But it 
Was my name, and my title,” she told him. 

“Elena, you must not do this. You are Elena Blakely,” 


he persisted. 


For a moment she looked at him, but then she contin- 
ued. “From Paris, I went on to Rome,” she said, directing 
her attention to Friedrichson. “Such a beautiful city, a 
truly lovely city. I attended many dinners, many recep- 


| tions. The very highest aristocracy greeted me as an equal 


and treated me with gentility and grace. I remember one 
evening I attended a banquet in one of the palaces there. 
The assemblage included many of the titled nobility. I had 
a new gown made just for the occasion. It was most be- 
coming ... all iridescent blue and silver, embroidered up 
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the front of the skirt with white and silver threads, and the 
waist caught in with a white and silver ribbon. It had an 
especially regal appearance to it, and again, my diamonds 
were among the most spectacular in the entire gathering. 

“Again I felt like the ‘Vice-Queen of America.’ Every- 
one I met accepted me as one of them. There was none of 
this petty Puritanic snobbishness that is so ingrained in the 
social climate of our country. Why I should return to this 
country to be scorned and ignored, I shall never compre- 
hend, but my roots are here, my heart is here ... and my 
home is here.” 

She stood and slowly walked to the fireplace. She gently 
stroked it with her hand. “There is not a nook or cranny 
of this old house that I do not know and love to the very 
core of me,” she said as though she had forgotten the 
presence of the others in the room. 

“Elena, please,” said Dr. Friedrichson. “You cannot be 
allowed to ignore us any longer. We have made as much 
effort to reach you as we can make. We can try no harder. 
Now, you must reach out to help us. We will bring you 
back, but you must leave this existence that you have been 
living and come.” He wanted to break the spell but not to 
alarm her. 

She turned back to her visitors and eyed them seriously. 
Then she walked to her seat and spreading her skirts about 
her, sank gracefully onto the small sofa once more. Her 
eyes began to search furtively about her, but as quickly as 
they had started, in a second, they had stopped. She again 
became very gay and mirthful. 

“But how thoughtless of me,” she said. “Here, I have 
been so filled with past glories that I have forgotten to of- 
fer you tea, and you must think me a most ungracious 
hostess.” 

She rose and crossed the room to a desk where she 
searched for something, then, lifting her hand, she shook it 
back and forth as though she were Tinging a bell. This 
done, she replaced the imaginary bell on the desk and took 
two or three steps toward the door. Addressing the thin 
air, since there was no one to be seen, she ordered tea and 
small cakes to be served in the octagonal room directly. 
The three men watched her in dismay. She-was elusive 
and not altogether rational. She too easily avoided their 
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pleas by slipping back into the person of Eliza. And Eliza, 
sad to realize was growing old and apt to confuse the past, 
the present, what was, and what she wished had been. 

Smiling a very benign smile at her guests, Eliza sat 
again on the small sofa and placed her hands calmly in 
her lap. She was waiting for her tea to be served. 

Saundre bent. forward in his chair. He reached his hand 
toward her, but she drew back slightly as she had from 
Damon earlier, and he let it drop again. 

“Elena, do face reality. I have delayed my return to 
Egypt as long as possible. I had hoped that you would be 
returned before I left. My country will allow for no more 
dallying. Please, return for me. You must come with the 
three of us. We will help you come back. You cannot lose 
your way. We will be with you. We will guide you. You 
are what we’ve come for,” he urged. “But it must be now, 
Elena. No more games, please. You must realize that it is 
time to stop playing these games,” his voice was soft and 
coaxing. She hesitated and her eyes were soft as she 
looked at him, but in the next minute, she shook her head 
stubbornly. 

“You cannot refuse,” he shouted, “You must come, and 
you must come now.” 

She recoiled at his command. “You want nothing but 
my money. I know that. Everyone wants my money. Ste- 
phen wanted to take it back, but he couldn’t. It was no 
longer his. Everything had been signed over to Mary. 
Aaron Burr wanted my money, and he ran through thou- 
sands of my dollars. When I refused to give him more, he 
sold my carriage. I had just bought a new carriage and 


| horses for it... cost me a thousand dollars. He sold it for 


five hundred. But I divorced him, and he was not allowed 


_ to touch another penny more. 


“It was a nasty business that divorce, but I could not al- 


| low him to run through everything I had ... and he would 
have done so, too ... in no more than a few years, and 


then in my old age, I would have been a pauper ... would 
have been confined to a pauper’s life, a pauper’s grave. I 
would never have been to Europe to be called ‘The Vice- 


' Queen of America,’ So I divorced him. My grandson, 


William, wanted my money also, but he was cut off with 


' nothing. I refused to give him money, and in a tantrum, 
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he threw an inkwell at my portrait. That was the end of 
his hopes for my money. And you will have nothing oe 
none of you ... none ...” She was shouting with anger 
and excitement. Her face had become a crimson hue. Sud- 
denly, she looked toward the door and the crimson van- 
ished, her face softened and she smiled again. “Please 
place it before me,” she said, and then, “Thank you. That 
will be all, Marie.” 

Looking at her guests, she asked, “Will you take tea, 
gentlemen?” 

“No, thank you,” replied Damon. 

“Oh, but you must, I insist. I had it brought most par- 
ticularly for you. We always enjoyed our tea together 
when you were recovering from your illness. You shall not 
leave until we’ve had tea once again ... and finished our 
lovely chat.” 

“We shall not leave until you come with us, Elena,” 
Raymond insisted, in return. 

Elena chose to ignore this comment and turned her at- 
tention to Dr. Friedrichson. “What will you take in your 
tea, Dr. Friedrichson?” she asked sweetly. 

Friedrichson did not answer. He studied her, trying to 
decide how to reach her elusive mind, which twisted and 
turned and intertwined so tightly and quickly with Eliza’s 
that it was hard to tell at times which one was present. 

“Did you wish one lump or two, and would you prefer 
lemon or cream? I don’t believe I remember, Dr. Fried 
richson,” she remarked. 

“I will have tea with lemon, if you please, madame,” he 
tesponded in exasperation. 

There was no tea, there were no teacups. The three men 
did their best to pretend that they were drinking tea, all 
the while searching their minds in desperation for a new 
approach to Elena, something to make her want to return 
to her own life, or something to force her to return, it 
mattered little which. Mrs. Maple sat in horrified fascina- 
tion, hardly able to believe that she was awake and wit 
nessing all that she was seeing and hearing. Suddenly, it 
came to Damon. In the past, many times, he had been 
able to hypnotize Eliza with ease. She was a remarkably 
good subject. Could she:still be? Could it be that that was 
the way to reach her? 
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“Elena, close your eyes,” he said steadily. “Close them, 
T tell you. Close your eyes and relax.” 

She set down the teapot and obediently closed her eyes. 

“Relax now. Steadily and deeply, relax. You are sleepy. 
You are very sleepy ... Elena, I am Damon Aarons. I am 
your friend. You know me well, and you know the impor- 
tance of what I am telling you. You must put aside the 
being of this other woman, this Eliza Jumel Burr and re- 
turn to your own life... you must return to your own 
body. In this time ... in the twentieth century, you have 
not aged. You will still be relatively young, much younger 


] than you are in the past. Come with me, Eliza. Come with 
q > 


» ued 


us now...” 


The other two men realized immediately what he was 
| attempting to do. They watched intently as Damon contin- 


“Elena, you are very close to the end of your life here, 


» You want to live. You want to be young again. You want 


' to return to your own life. You want to come with us. 


| And you can. You can see the blackness of time surround- 


i ing you, covering you, but you are not afraid. You know 
| that we are here with you. You can find in the distance 


| the small pinpoint of light. That is your goal. That is your 


life. Reach for it with your mind. Stretch your being 


| toward that small light and it will reach out for you. You 
| are beginning the journey and it is within your grasp.” He 


™ Paused for a moment to allow her to begin her journey 
| through time. 


She breathed very heavily and opened her eyes. “I’m 


' not going to leave, you know,” she told them all. Then she 
| laughed a very warm laugh full of amused pleasure, and 


| added, “I’m not going to die either.” She shook her head 


| briskly as she raised one eyebrow and tilted her head to 


| look slyly at Damon Aarons. “Didn’t you know that I 


| wouldn’t leave?” 


|. “Elena,” Friedrichson said to her harshly. “This woman 


| Eliza, has only a few remaining years to her life. We know 


_ that to be true. In this twentieth century, you would have 
Many years left. You would still be the age you were when 
| you left here. Look at Damon. There you can see the truth 


| Of what I’m telling you. You must remember that time 
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travels at a different rate between the present and the past. 
You can’t throw away those years that you haven't lived.” 

“No, I am not throwing them away; I won’t really die, 
you see,” she insisted. 

“Why do you say that, Elena?” Raymond wanted to 
know. 

“TI have a secret. This house and I share a secret. It is 
my home. It is my life, it is my true love. Though I may 
die, I shall still remain here. I. shall always remain here, 
because it belongs to me. It belongs to me and no one 
shall take it from me, not now ... not ever.” She spoke 
with emphasis, her eyes shining and bright. 

“No, Elena,” said Raymond. “You do not own this 
house. This house does not belong to you. This house 
Owns you, and you belong to it,” he told her sadly. “If you 
do not leave it now, I believe what you say. I believe that 
it will hold you, keep you, possess you forever. That’s why 
I beg you to come now.” 

Elena raised her head imperiously. “The house does not 
own me. I am owned by no one and nothing. I am my 
own woman, my own possession. I can do what I wish,” 
she said. “I have struggled all my life in that belief.” 

“Then prove it by coming with us, Elena,” he chal- 
lenged her. “Come away with us now. Come back all the 
way to the twentieth century and walk out of this house 
With us as your own self.” 

There was a sense of electric stillness, a great quiet sus- 
pended in the midst of eons of time, a pendulum of antici- 
pation about to swing free but held for one brief moment 
in midaction until it seemed the thin wire holding it must 
move or break from the strain. Mrs. Maple was afraid to 
breathe, afraid that even that slight movement of air might 
intrude on this delicately poised tension, might cause it to 
become unbalanced and the moment be dissipated in the 
space of her one small breath. She waited, as did the oth- 
ers ... waited until their nerves seemed beyond bearing. 
Would Elena respond? Was she about to? Had they won? 
Had they convinced her that the time to leave was now? It 
seemed most assuredly to be so... at last... at long last. 
She would leave with them. 

Elena rose and straightened her skirt. Looking Fried- 
Tichson in the eye, she said, “It is my life, and I can do 
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with it as I choose, and . . . I choose to remain in this 
house.” She began to move slowly toward the door, but 
after a few steps turned to add, “It is my house, and I will 
not leave it. I will not ever leave it.” Again she began to 
move, and when she reached the door, she turned to say, 
“I thank you for coming, gentlemen. It has been such a 
Pleasure to see you all again. But I am old, and I am 
weary. I need my rest. It is quite late, you know.” For 
the last time she turned and moved through the door, 
effortlessly, making her way silently up the stairs. 

The three men rose and followed her from the room 


4 and into the great hall. On the landing she turned and 


faced them again. Her smile was kindly and sympathetic. 
“I do thank all of you for your efforts. Dr. Saundre, it 


_ is time for you to return to your own home now. And Da- 


mon, you must have-no regrets, for I have none. Dr. 
Friedrichson, do not feel that you and the institute have 


| failed, but rather that I have won something. I have found 
_ More of what I desire in this life than I could ever have 


found in my own. Oh, the things that I have gained are 
not the same as those I might have gained in the twentieth 


| century, but I find them fulfilling. Do not return to seek 


me out again, for I will not come to you. But I will be 


| here. I will always be here in this house. Perhaps you are 
' right, Raymond, perhaps this house has possessed me in a 
| way. But if that is so, I do not regret that either; for I 
_ know that I belong to something. I know that I am 


desired. That is most important in life ... to be desired 


| +++ to belong. I belong here, and I will never leave ... 
| And now, good night to all of you. Good night.” 


She did not turn and walk up the stairs, she merely 


i “seemed to fade away, to vanish, to become a part and at 
| one with the house. That was all. Nothing more. 


The three men watched helplessly, unable to prevent 


| what they were witnessing. There was a hopelessness 
| shared among them, a feeling of defeat. They had tried 
| their best, but it was not enough. Though there could be 


no doubt that whatever they might have done, it would 


4 not have been enough. Elena did not wish to return, she 
| had willed not to return, and there was nothing they could 
| do to accomplish her return without her cooperation. 
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Mrs. Maple remained seated. It would have been an un- 
feeling intrusion to interrupt the three men when they 
were so evidently. trying to collect their own thoughts and 
feelings, when they were unable to speak even to each 
other. They had surely expected to persuade their friend to 
return. It was sad to think they had failed, sad to realize 
they were compelled to leave her to a life of but a few re- 
maining years, and those spent as a senile old woman, 
verging on insanity. The thought was disheartening. But 
the woman had selected to remain with the house. Look- 
ing about, Mrs, Maple saw the house for the first time, not 
as a museum to be protected and polished, but a home 
which had been full of life and love, quarrels and feeling, 
and frustrated hopes. It had been a home for Eliza Jumel 
Burr for many years, and for Elena Blakely, too, for many 
years... and many more still to come. Mrs. Maple could 
not bring herself to judge that Elena’s decision was the 
wrong one. 

At last, Friedrichson turned to Aarons and then to 
Saundre, putting a hand on the shoulder of each. Word- 
lessly, they nodded to each other. It was pointless to re- 
main. They had accomplished what they had come for, 
though not with the results they had hoped. The time had 
come for them to leave the mansion as they had come in, 
the three of them without Elena Blakely. Friedrichson 
walked resolutely into the octagonal room and paused for 
a moment by the table which had held the tea service. He 
reached down with his hand and felt along the table top. 
No, there was nothing there. Quickly, he extinguished the 
candle and returned to the others. Mrs. Maple extin- 
guished the candle in the hall and pulled the small flash- 
light from her pocket. With it, she led the way from the 
house. 

They had been much longer than they expected, and the 
dawn was just beginning to send its first rosy rays to chase 
away the dark cover of night. In the sky remained a silver 
sliver of moon. The streets about the mansion were hushed 
and deserted. The grass was wet with new drops of dew. 
Everything seemed fresh with the promise of a new day 
beginning. The mansion stood solemn and stately and 
white in the first blush of morning. Since there was no one 
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to see them at this early hour, the four stayed together and 
crossed the lawn to the walk. Once they had followed it to 
the gate and were outside the grounds, they walked along 
the fence to the corner of 160th Street at Jumel Terrace, 
where they could look back at the entrance of the mansion. 

“Look,” whispered Raymond Saundre, pointing to the 
balcony above the front door. “Look there.” 

All eyes followed the direction of his hand. 

There, standing on the balcony outside the second floor 
hall, stood Elena ... no longer the old lady they had seen 
inside the house a few minutes before, but Elena Blakely, 
or Eliza Burr, as she had looked the last time they had 
seen Elena. They knew it was Elena, but yet, she looked 
somehow different. She was more radiantly beautiful, and 
she was dressed in a lovely white gown from the past... 
from Eliza’s past. She stood smiling to them, and she lifted 
her hand above her head. She waved for a long time, and 
they, at last, lifted their hands in response. Then she 
turned but did not open the door to the hall, she merely 
seemed to fade through it and was gone ... the same way 
she faded into the stairs. When they turned from the 
house, they saw that the sun was a bit higher in the sky, 
the house reflected its whiteness a shade more brightly. 

“Do you know,” said Mrs. Maple, “that door to the sec- 
ond floor hall has been closed for years. No one can open 
it to walk onto the balcony. That balcony is not con- 


' sidered safe enough to stand on.” 


They looked again at the balcony. Perhaps they had 


' seen it, and then again, perhaps they had only imagined it. 
' After all, it had been a very long and trying night. They 
» were all tired from having lived through it. Perhaps the re- 
- flection of the sun on the brilliant whiteness of the house 
| had cast shadows of things that were not really there. 


The day promised to be a bright and mild autumn one 


} for those alive in the twentieth century New York City, 


and the four made their way to transportation and home, 
leaving behind them the Jumel Mansion with its treasures, 
its memories, its secrets, and their friend. 

The three men must decide just what, if anything, of 


’ this should be included. in a report submitted to the insti- 
* tute. What should be revealed of Dr. Aarons’s incredible 


349 


transfer of matter through time and space? Or perhaps, it 
might be best to reveal nothing in order to protect others 
who might try to experiment only to suffer the same fate 
as Elena Blakely. 
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VICTIM OR VIXEN ? 


Eliza Jumel knew the world’s opinion of her—and 
she scorned it. She had risen from squalid poverty 
to dazzling wealth and sophistication. Let others 
whisper of the men she had used as stepping stones 
She was proud of her triumph and sure of her strength 


Then she met Aaron Burr—and for the first time in her 
life knew a man who was her master. Helplessly 
she felt his unholy power over her grow ...fearfully 
she watched the day of her wedding and the night 
of her terror approach... 


...as her magnificent mansion became her prison.. 
...as her passion became her nightmare cage... 


ELIZA is the climactic novel of an enthralling new 
Gothic trilogy featuring the women in Aaron Burr's 
life. Look for the other two, ANGELICA and THEO 
DOSIA, in Popular Library editions. 


